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FIRST PLACE: SHORT STORY 
The New Freewi l l Christ ian C h u r c h of the White Light 
and How it Come To Be, and All That 
by Whitney Thomas Dooley 
Now, if you'd seen Meadow Oaks couple years back and then 
come through here now, you'd probably get the idee that folks 
round here had prospered some, there bein two churches here 
now instead of just one like it used to be. To tell you the truth, 
it's bin folks arguin' more than prosperin' round here. And what 
started em fussin' and fightin' and got that new church built 
wuz one of them T . V . game shows. Hel l , I ain't lyin ' ! I t ' s the 
gospel truth! I t wuz that Let ' s Make a Deal program that 
caused a hell of a lot of aggravation round here. 
I t all begun bout year and a half ago with A r t h u r K r u m p 
who wuz at the time a deacon at the old Freewi l l Christian 
Church of the White Light (course the sign on it don't say old, 
just Freewil l Christian Church of the White Light) . Anyway , it 
all commenced with Deacon K r u m p and E r n e s t Trousdale who 
wuz and stil l is preacher over there at the old church. One or 
the other of em got the idee of drivin ' to New York and gittin' 
on one of them game shows and winnin' all kinds of money and 
valuable prizes like refrigerators, freezers, cars, lifetime 
subscriptions to the Readers' Digest, and stuff like that there 
for the church. Well , the other one warmed up to the idee 
pretty quick and they set out to convince the congregation it 
should be a church financed project. Now, the church had need 
of some extry money right about then cause there wuz a wet 
and dry referendum comin' up in a couple months and this bein' 
a dry county they meant to keep it that way. I f they wuz goin' 
to have a real good campaign with bumper stickers that said 
"for the sake of my family I ' l l vote dry", and everthing, they'd 
need some more funds. The contributions from bootleggers and 
beer joints 'cross the state line usually never covered the 
expense of a entire election. 
The next Wednesday meetin' come round and between 
passin' the plate and the snake handlin', they sprung it on the 
congregation, immediately pointin' out the oncomin' election 
and their Christian duty to prevent the wets from gittin' the 
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upper hand. Then they let out that they knew a way of spendin' 
three hundred and gittin' back three thousand or so. Natchurly 
that got everbody's attention and they just slipped their plan in 
behind them dazzlin' figures. Everbody wuz sorta confused by 
the figures and impressed by the confidence of the two highest 
men in the church, so they voted to let the preacher and the 
deacon have a whack at it. Nobody really thought they'd ever 
git on one of them T . V . shows anyway. 
The preacher wrote a letter to N B C in New Y o r k sayin' he 
and the deacon wanted to be on " L e t ' s Make a Dea l " for the 
church. Wel l , either the Lord or Satan put his hand in it . Folks 
'round here generally hold an opinion accordin' to the church 
they belong to. New Freewi l lers of the White Light say the 
Lord done it and them who stayed at the old place contend it 
wuz old Nick hisself. Well , anyway, somethin' out of the natural 
occurred cause they got tickets to be on " L e t ' s Make a Deal" . 
Faster 'n you could tree a coon they got three hundred 
dollars from the church treasury, packed up the deacon's Ford 
pickup with the camper r ig on the back, and headed up toward 
the heart of Yankeeland. Wel l , the night they wuz on everbody 
come down to the church and Otis Ledbetter set up his new 
color T . V . so that everbody would have the opportunity to see 
the preacher and deacon win us money to fight the demon rum 
with. 
Now as you know to win anything on that program, a person 
has got to be noticed by the announcer feller. And the way 
contestants git noticed is by wearing them outlandish 
costumes. Our men done us real proud with their costumes. A h 
mean they didn't dress up like squirrels or something ridiculous 
like them damn fool yankees but chose something appropriate 
seein' as how they wuz representin' the church. The preacher, 
he went as the Holy Cross and the deacon, he went as a nail. 
Wel l , you can bet that Monty Hal l noticed em right off, 
especially as how the preacher wuz lookin' all around since he 
wuz pretty curious, and evertime he turned his head his 
crossbeams would whale the hell out of somebody sittin ' near 
him. I f they hadn't had the preacher and deacon stand up to 
wheel and deal when they did, the preacher woulda probably 
knocked half the audience out cold. 
Wel l , Monty Hal l sorta rushed right through things. A h 
mean, he didn't ask them to guess how many toes were on his 
feet for a hundred dollars a toe or nuthin. He just said pick a 
door, mister. Some folks contend that he wuz just eager to see 
the church git a prize right off, but ah'm pretty sure it wuz 
cause he wuz tired of dodgin' the preacher's costume. 
The preacher an' deacon got their heads together and after a 
minute of silent prayer, the deacon steps up and announces real 
loud, "Door number 3", just like that as if he'd bin a movie star 
all his life. I t made all of us here in Meadow Oaks real proud. 
Wel l suh, ah'm nevah goin' to forgit what come next. They 
pulled that door back and that announcer feller commenced 
talkin' like this: 
" A n d your deal behind door number 3 is the J and W 
Industries completely self contained, portable, computerized 
bar. A brilliant adaptation of space age technology to modern 
entertaining. This ingenious device makes fifty popular 
cocktails perfectly, in the blinking of an eye. Simply choose one 
of the durable plastic programming cards, insert it in the slot 
and presto!, in five to ten seconds a delicious cocktail. Th is 
computerized bar is fully stocked with Old Mr. Boston fine 
spirits and liqueurs. P a r t y time is Old Mr. Boston time. Total 
value of your deal is $1,458.75." 
The preacher looked at the deacon and the deacon looked at 
the preacher and then they both begun to cry. The deacon 
looked over to Monty Hal l and said he shoulda come as a screw 
seein' as how that wuz what happened to him anyway. A h mean 
you can see their point. They had come all the way to New York 
City to win money to help the church finance a dry campaign in 
a wet-dry referendum and what they won wuz an infernal 
machine that doled out liquor. After the deacon said that thing 
about gittin screwed, a commercial come on and we never seen 
them on that program no more. 
Not many people wuz round when they got back with that 
infernal machine stuffed in the back of the deacon's camper r ig . 
But you can bet that church was packed solid the very next 
meetin' night. That computerized whiskey dispenser was sittin ' 
right up front between the pulpit and the first row of metal 
folding chairs. Natchurly, we got down to the business at hand 
before the regular meetin' started. 
The preacher stood up and said, "Brothers and Sisters , we 
got a problem thanks to the deacon." 
"What you mean, thanks to the deacon?" shouted the 
deacon, "You the one told me to buy door number 3." 
" I f ah told you to jump under a combine, would you do i t ? " 
the preacher hollered back. 
A h could see right off that this weren't goin to be no orderly 
business meeting but a continuation of a pile of disputin' that 
had bin goin' on in that pickup all the way back from New Y o r k . 
B y an' by everbody reached the general conclusion that we 
could do one of two things with that bar. Everbody except Otis 
Ledbetter, that is. He said we ought to change the service a 
mite and use that computerized device for communion and be 
one up on the Catholics. We disregarded Otis, howsomeever, 
since everbody figured he meant to refill that thing from his 
sti l l when the original stock ran out. Anyway, them two things 
we could do with that bar was sell it and use the money for the 
church or smash it and keep such powerful temptation away 
from the sinners in the county. A s fate would have it , half the 
congregation went fer sellin' and half fer smashin'. Deacon 
K r u m p headed up the sellers and Preacher Trousdale headed 
up the smashers. 
The deacon said the kind of person who'd buy that machine 
wuz goin' to hell anyway and the church could use the money to 
do some good. The preacher said with that kind of attitude it 
was obvious why the deacon was a deacon and he himself was 
the preacher. After that meeting things got worser and worser. 
The deacon's side took to settin' on the left side of the church 
and the preacher's side took to the right. You see it took a clear 
cut majority of the congregation before anything could be done 
about that bar, and neither side was about to budge, A h can tell 
you that. 
After the third fist fight, (instead of the benediction) ended 
church, deacon K r u m p stood up and said that he and his 
people were goin' to start a new church so they could serve the 
Lord in a civilized way. Natchurly they wanted their share of 
the church treasury and of course that durn bar. The preacher's 
side wuz more than happy to see 'em go an give 'em their part of 
the treasury right off. But that bar was a problem; dividing it 
would have done what the preacher wanted to do in the first 
place. Well , suh, they finally settled on a compromise. The first 
church that could prove a clear cut majority of the population of 
Meadow Oaks would git the whole thing, liquor an' al l . 
Now that brings us to the point of this conversation. Why 
don't you settle down here? I t ' s a real friendly community and I 
know just the church fer you to line up with. Hey, 
mister -where yuh goin'? I wuz goin' to name the good points 
about the church. Wait a minute, mister! Mister? Wel l , ain't 
that just like some people, turning down a chance to do some 
good. Guess I ' l l just head on down to Smith's D r y Goods an' see 
if I can't find somebody down there. 
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HONORABLE MENTION: ESSAY 
"Country Stores" 
by Cindy McMurtrey 
An example of pure Americana, the small grocery store, is 
rapidly disappearing from the Southern countryside. These 
.^ independently run emporiums once peppered the country roads 
and small towns of the South. Often one man or one family 
owned the store, making it a mom-and-pop business. 
There was a special ambience or "air" about a country store 
that was apparent even before one entered it. A typical store 
had a gravel parking area (not an asphalt parking lot) liberally 
littered with soda-pop bottle caps. Often two ancient gasoline 
•> pumps with glass-domed tops adorned the center of the parking 
area. 
A prospective customer entered the store by walking up the 
two empty Coca-Cola cases which serve as steps and across the 
plank porch. He would stop to take a reading off the large red 
thermometer that extols the virtues of Royal Crown Cola. 
There were usually two or three loungers sitting on benches, 
playing checkers (using the ubiquitous bottle caps) or 
discussing farm crops. If the thermometer reader is a familiar 
face around the community the loungers will speak; otherwise 
they will just nod at him. 
Upon opening the door (by the handle that says "Merita is 
Good Bread") the visitor's senses are assaulted. The sight of 
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impossibly jumbled merchandise, the hum of the soft-drink 
cooler, and the smell of oiled wooden floors, fertilizer, hoop 
cheese, and bubble gum rushes at him. 
On the counter are two one-gallon glass jars, one containing 
orange slices and the other peppermint sticks (the pure sugar 
kind that melts sweetly in the mouth). At the meat counter, 
along with the usual packages of pre-cooked cold cuts there are 
big sticks of bologna. Upon request, the storekeeper will cut the 
bologna into thick slices, wrap these in brown butcher paper, 
and secure the package with wide white tape with "Thank You" 
printed on it in red letters. The vegetable counter, according to 
the season, may have an abundance of plump, red tomatoes and 
glossy green bell peppers, both locally g^own. At other times, 
the only vegetables available are a few pithy carrots or wilted 
heads of limp lettuce, brought in by truck from far away. A pair 
of old-fashioned scales are fastened to the counter so the buyer 
can be sure to get his money's worth. 
Toward the back of the store there is a pot-bellied stove and 
sitting in cane-bottomed chairs around it are the counterparts 
of the front porch checker players. These men (for rarely is a 
woman in the group) are busily engaged in whittling, talking 
politics, or just sitting and wisely nodding from time to time. To 
the casual observer, these men may appear to be loafing. This 
observation is correct, but there are worse ways to while away 
the time than engaging in these fireside chats. 
All the preceding characteristics are merely descriptive; 
they don't convey the heart of a country store. This "heart" 
comes across more clearly when a country store is compared 
with a modern convenience store. 
Convenience stores are very clean, very efficient, and very 
dull. One is exactly like the other. Country stores, too, had 
many common features, but each had a distinct personality. The 
trouble with convenience stores is that they have no 
personality at all and are bland to the point of sterility. A 
person can live right next to a convenience store for years and 
still not have any personal feeling for it. A country store was 
the focal point of the neighborhood. Convenience stores have 
signs forbidding people to loiter; the country store, on the other 
hand, was the accepted place to loiter. 
Convenience stores have the popular soft drinks such as 
Coca-Colas and Dr. Peppers; the country stores had these as 
well as more original flavors. These included peach and 
strawberry Nehis, Nu-Grapes, and Old Dutch Chocolate Sodas. 
Also, after buying a soda pop in a country store, the customer 
hung around and visited (i.e., loafed) until he had finished 
drinking it. Then he gave back the bottle for the deposit. In 
convenience stores one has to pay the deposit on the bottle and 
go away; staying to drink it would be considered loitering. 
The country store offered conveniences that convenience 
stores will never have. An example of this is credit, which in 
many cases ruined the storekeeper. Still, he extended credit; he 
couldn't turn down his neighbors and fellow churchmen. 
The main convenience a country store gave, however, is 
difficult to describe because it was intangible. The customer 
always felt like somebody: not just a pair of hands giving money 
and receiving groceries in return. A customer was always 
treated with friendly courtesy, or at least treated with friendly 
inquiry. 
The country stores are disappearing, and perhaps this is 
symbolic of present-day attitudes. Americans want everything 
pre-packaged and disposable. Living has accelerated to an 
unbelievably fast pace. There is no longer any time to sit and 
talk or lounge and relax. Someday, Americans may want to 
slow down; but the chance to do so, like the country stores, will 
be gone. 
SECOND PLACE: POETRY 
Tim Powell 
Astral Internalization 
Variations upon variations, 
I pause -
The voice that once filled my ears, 
becomes a now senseless hum. 
I stand upon the stasis of time, 
and once again I trip. 
I am engulfed in a reality of my own creation, 
the wall, 
the ceiling, 
the music, 
swirl into a vortex of color 
and meaningless pattern. 
Cast adrift upon the tide of question, 
I search for comfort, 
a meaning to my humdrum, 
a return of the love I long to share. . . 
Lifted, I perceive -
though not by sight, 
or hearing, 
or any physical sense, 
the overwhelming plight of my own inadequacy; 
for I am not what I wish to be. 
At so many times, 
too many times, 
my soul is seized with involuntary convulsions 
of uselessness. 
Impinged upon my awareness 
is a lack of symmetrical balance. 
My quintessential being lacks solidity, 
and my purpose lies hidden from me. 
Often I reach, 
and stretch my grasp, 
straining every wisp of consciousness, 
only to find my answer snatched from me -
Untitled No. 2 
A n empty seat -
"Elizabeth?" 
A mistake, God help me. 
We all make them -
(Self assurance) 
I f only I 'd . . . 
(How many " I f only I 'ds" 
has there ever been?) 
Too many it seems, 
for reason -
(More self assurance) 
I t was me, my fault -
and it 's too damn late. . 
GRAPHICS DESIGN AWARD 
"Stairway to Unknown" 
Rose Langer 
Untitled No. 1 
You, 
the enwrapped, 
the critic, 
the fiend, 
judge me. 
I lay open my soul upon your mind, 
for either the raising, 
or the ravaging of its content. 
Raise me higher, 
or toss me lightly aside -
as an empty paper cup, 
or a soiled napkin. 
Your eyes, 
your hands, 
your decision, 
all demand of me my only reply -
Routine 
Thinkme, turn 
a scent on my thoughts 
right foot, left foot, right foot, left foot. . . 
not far now, just ahead. 
The snow plummets down, 
icy cold, unfeeling, 
melting as it touches the spray-painted grass. 
Thinkme, plastic 
Alabama hospitality, 
all the effect and sparkle 
with only the mess of a summer shower. 
Passing the Nation's Innkeeper, 
the streets empty, 
cold, awfully cold. 
She passes my thoughts -
a harsh reminder of ended relations. 
and yet, how I wish for the security of her embrace. 
Trudging across barren streets, 
fighting the cold with fruitless shivers, 
a struggling key fights the intercourse, its purpose, 
yielding at last on my insistence. 
Thinkme, safe 
a blast of warm air rushes to meet me, 
but the coldness refuses to leave. 
Thinkme, aspirations 
a smile at touch, 
a love-anxiety. 
I 'm home, thinkme 
terribly cold out, rather. 
HONORABLE MENTION: SHORT STORY 
The Plaque on the W a l l 
by D. Randall Scott 
Etched in bronze on a plaque, in heroic profile, was the face 
of 2nd L t . Will iam F r a n k Smith. According to the inscription, 
he died valiantly in a picturesque Italian seaside villa called 
Anzio in 1944. Alongside L t . Smith hung 1st L t . James Robert 
Bishop, killed in action at a place called Pusan in Korea in 1950. 
The plaques were mounted along the corridor leading to the 
President's office, numbering about ten or twelve. K e n 
absent-mindedly scanned the others, reading the engravings 
and noting with interest the wide range of geographical areas 
represented. Indeed, the University had contributed its share 
of young men to make the world safe for democracy. 
K e n reflected on the unknown faces he had seen on the 
plaques. "We all have to go sometime," K e n muttered softly to 
himself as he walked toward the Science and Engineering 
Building. The basic difference, K e n determined, was the fact 
that those men had died violently and in the flower of their 
youth. Perhaps it did not matter how they died. They were 
dead as all men must be one day. St i l l , the moment of death was 
surely frightening. He wondered if dying violently was really 
any different from a natural death. Of course, only a dead man 
would know the answer to that question. 
Upon reaching class, K e n quickly forgot the men on the 
plaques and thoughts of the Gr im Reaper. Class went well , and 
K e n was walking to the Student Union Building anticipating a 
hot cup of coffee. "Hey, K e n , where are you headed?" yelled 
Dale. "To the Union for a cup of coffee and a look at the 
women," K e n lightheartedly rephed. " I have to go to the 
business office for a second. K e n . Come along and keep me 
company." K e n thought for a minute. "Why not, I 've got two 
hours til l my next class." Both of them proceeded to the 
Administration Building. 
A group of approximately 300 students had gathered on the 
parade ground and were listening to a flaming speech by a 
long-haired man with a microphone connected to three large 
speakers. "Those S D S bastards," Dale said with disgust, "they 
shouldn't be allowed to set foot on this campus." K e n was not 
surprised at Dale's attitude. The speech could be heard over 
half of the campus. This particular spring of 1969 had seen the 
University torn with hate and blind passion. The major issue 
was the Vietnam War . A small-scale civil war was in progress, 
containing the ingredients which the brew of civil war thrives 
on, like primitive emotionalism, irrationality, and violence. Dale 
had been involved in a brutal fight with two members of 
Students for a Democratic Society three days ago. The two 
S D S people came out the worse. One had a broken nose and a 
broken arm. Unfortunately, they did not know Dale was a Black 
Belt in karate and finished first in his class at Ranger School. 
Dale would graduate this semester, while K e n still had one year 
to go. 
K e n himself had not come to grips with how he personally 
felt about the war. He was hoping his deferment would last. He 
did not want to be forced to fight in that war, and K e n often 
toyed with the idea of refusing induction if drafted. Dale 
suspected Ken 's feelings, but the subject was never discussed. 
They reached the Administration Building and went inside. 
K e n waited for Dale outside the business office. Gazing at the 
wall , K e n again noticed the plaques of dead soldiers he had seen 
earlier. K e n wondered if most people walking by the silent 
faces in bronze ever stopped to think of the individual human 
tragedies they represented. He seriously suspected most 
people never did. K e n often pictured himself a more cultured, 
sensitive, and objective person than most. His train of thought 
was interrupted by Dale. "Le t ' s go get that cup of coffee." K e n 
and Dale walked back to the Student Union, observing that the 
crowd had grown to 500 and the number of speakers had 
increased to nine. " B y the way, K e n , I got my orders today. I 
have been assigned to the 1st Infantry Division. I ' l l be in Nam 
in six weeks." 
K e n was eagerly anticipating graduation. Four years of time 
and money were about to pay off with a sheepskin. He was now 
in the Administration Building, checking to make sure he did 
not need that tr ig course to g^raduate. However, he halted 
momentarily and looked at a face etched in bronze on a plaque. 
The plaque said that 2nd L t . Dale Brodowski received the 
Congressional Medal of Honor, posthumously, for uncommon 
gallantry by throwing himself on an enemy grenade so that 
members of his patrol might Hve. I t was awarded on November 
7, 1969, in a city called Pleiku, Republic of Vietnam. 
Suddenly a zealous young man with flowing locks came 
running up to him. K e n realized he knew him. He was very 
excited. " K e n , didn't you hear the news?" K e n shook his head 
no. "Man, Nixon's invaded Cambodia. The Weathermen are 
having a meeting in the Union right now. Come with me!" K e n 
stared at Dale's plaque again. 
"No thanks. Bob." K e n turned and started to walk away. 
"Say , Kenny, what were you doing? I mean, wow, man, you 
were burning a hole through that wal l . Oh, you were eyeballing 
the dude in the plaque. Probably some fascist pig. Hmm, 
wonder who he is, man?" 
K e n sighed. "Bob, it is nothing but a plaque on the wal l , just 
an ornament to take up space." 
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The Trip Home 
by Bill Cunningham 
Mr. Steven Jones felt the inescapable urge to sleep as he 
rounded the curve in the deserted highway. He had felt this 
familiar urge before as he had driven home from his many 
business trips. And being no stranger to the highway, he 
slowed down and rubbed his eyes with his fingers. They were 
red and sore and he glanced at himself in the rearview mirror. 
He adjusted himself in his seat and turned on the radio. A faint 
crackling came as he had difficulty in picking up a station. 
Frustrated, he gave up and clicked it off. He gazed out around 
him as the white lines in the highway zipped past with a 
rythmic motion. The sky was beginning to darken into oranges 
and reds that signalled the coming of night. A few wisps of 
clouds that resembled mare's-tails dotted the horizon. Mr. 
Jones marveled at the beauty of the retreating day. 
He topped the mountain at a leisurely pace and then started 
down into the valley below. The hill sloped gently down, down, 
down, into a valley that was surrounded on all sides by high 
mountains. And as he descended, the dusk became dark and the 
fullness of the night enveloped him. He glanced at his dash 
panel and noticed that he needed some gas. Being quick to 
realize the remainder of his journey was not brief, he resolved 
to stop at the first gas station and refuel himself and his car. He 
continued on into the night and suddenly his eye caught the 
shadow of a faint light up ahead. Thanking God for this oasis in 
the dark, he wheeled his car toward it with urgent ardor, 
praying all the way that it would be open. 
His car began to cough just as he pulled from the highway 
onto the gravel lot of the small diner. Thank God, he thought, as 
his car died beside the lone gas pump. He got out and stood on 
tiptoes, reaching high in the air as he stretched his weary body. 
He shut the car door and walked around to the gas pump. He 
filled his car with gasoline and went to the front of the diner. 
The diner was a small building that had two very large 
picture windows draped with dirty white curtains. The front of 
the diner contained only a small sign which flashed the words 
Open 24 Hours a Day. When Mr. Jones looked at his watch, the 
illuminated hands read 8:00 o'clock. Mr. Jones apprehensively 
opened the screen door and walked in. The floor was tiled in a 
dingy looking gray that smelled faintly of mildew. A few small 
tables dotted the dingy floor. They were all naked except for an 
occasional ashtray. He also spied a bar to his immediate right. 
The bar ran the length of the diner and from behind the bar a 
voice said, "Can I help you?" 
Mr. Jones turned, startled. His eye caught a man of medium 
height standing behind the bar with his arms folded. The man 
was attired in a white apron that looked like it had bk)od on it. 
His face was ruddy and his hair was greasy. His broad 
shoulders made him look strong but his eyes showed a peculiar 
weakness, not in keeping with the rest of his appearance. 
Mr. Jones replied, " Y e s , I was wondering if I could get 
something to eat?" 
The man rubbed his hands through his greasy hair and 
propped himself up on the counter by his elbows. "Sure, if you 
can stand i t . " 
Mr. Jones laughed and walked over to the counter and 
placed himself on one of the dusty revolving stools. The man 
behind the counter picked up a glass of water and a menu. He 
placed them in front of Mr. Jones and walked through a pair of 
swinging doors that led to the kitchen. Mr. Jones eyed the 
menu and decided to have a hamburger and a coke. 
The man yelled from the kitchen, "Hey, Mac, what'll it be?" 
Mr. Jones answered, " A hamburger and a coke." The man 
burst from the kitchen after a lengthy period carrying a lone 
patty of meat that was smothered in grease. Mr. Jones eyed the 
disgusting looking meal but decided to eat it anyway for he 
knew he had a long way to go. 
Untitled ITIafy flnne ITIalone 
The man behind the counter said nothing as Mr. Jones 
finished his meal. Mr. Jones wiped the corner of his mouth with 
a napkin and rolled off the stool. The man behind the counter 
walked silently through the swinging doors and over to the cash 
register. Mr. Jones paid him and started to go when the man 
slammed the cash register drawer shut and said eerily, " I 
wouldn't continue, if I were you." 
Mr. Jones turned and with a surprised expression asked, 
"How come?" 
The man took the towel off his shoulder and began to wipe 
the counter. He made no reply. Mr. Jones, overcome by 
anxiety, shouted, "Why can't I go on?" 
The man stopped his labor momentarily and looked up. Mr. 
Jones met him eye to eye. The man only cracked a faint grin 
and returned to his duty of cleaning up the counter. Mr. Jones 
stormed out of the diner, turning over a chair and slamming the 
screen door behind him. 
A s he stepped through the door a sudden sense of cold 
gripped him. He noticed that the dew had fallen and it 
shimmered like a white blanket as the moon's reflection cast a 
shadow on the droplets. He rubbed his arms with his palms as 
he looked down the dark, lonely, desolate stretch of road that 
would soon engulf him. He turned and walked to his car. He 
took a final glimpse of the diner and he saw the man standing in 
the window staring at him, arms folded across his chest, glaring 
like a vulture. He hurried into the car and wheeled it onto the 
highway at a very brisk pace. He turned on the heater and the 
radio. He sti l l had difficulty picking up a station so he turned it 
off. He tried to forget the man in the window. He tried to forget 
the evi l in the man's glare. He lit a cigarette and he slowly 
began to relax. 
A s he rounded the next curve in the highway, he saw the 
distant glare of approaching headlights. He felt good at the 
visitor's intrusion for this would be the first car he had passed 
in over six hours. The lights began to grow brighter by the 
instant and suddenly Mr. Jones saw the car, approaching on the 
left and to the front. The two cars were almost one hundred 
yards apart when the oncoming car swerved violently into the 
path of Mr. Jones. The only reaction he had was to hit his 
brakes and cover his face in anticipation of the most violent and 
deadly of all automobile wrecks. The car rocked under the 
sudden halt and the tires ground angrily into the pavement. Mr. 
Jones thought of his family and how he would miss them. He 
thought of his wife and how they had been happily married for 
sixteen years while all of his business associates were getting 
divorced after five or six years. He clenched his teeth as he 
waited for the violent jolt forward that would come when the 
two cars collided. But oddly that jolt never came. He felt no 
pain and he heard no crash. He uncovered his face and peered 
into the blackness in front of him. There wasn't anything there. 
He got out and looked in all directions around his car. He saw 
nothing. Was it a mirage? He thought to himself, am I going 
crazy? He tried to laugh it off but he couldn't. He returned to 
his car and slowly accelerated off into the blackness. He 
wondered about the headlights and where they had come from. 
He kept remembering the man in the diner and wondered why 
had he warned him not to go on. His face became a mask of 
sweat as he peered into the darkness. He watched the full moon 
appear from behind a cloud. Perhaps he could find some 
condolence in its presence. He continued on down the highway. 
A s he glanced up to his rearview mirror he saw the faint dim of 
carlights approaching to his rear. His nervousness eased a 
Httle. The car lights became distinctively clear as he peered into 
his mirror. The car lights were gaining on him at a very rapid 
pace and just as they were about to crash into his rear he 
slammed the accelerator to the floor. The car lunged forward 
but the car lights kept coming. Mr. Jones, in a fit of 
desperation, slammed his brakes to the floor causing his car to 
veer completely sideways in the road. He turned to his left and 
looked out his side window just in time to see the car lights 
descending directly on him. He covered his face and screamed a 
guttural cry of terror. The car lights were directly in front of 
the driver 's side of his car not ten feet from his face. He 
screamed again as the car Hghts faded away. His heart beat 
loudly against his chest. His throat was dry and he trembled. 
He faintly thought he heard laughing. He heard the voice of the 
man at the diner laughing hysterically. He screamed, "Go away. 
Leave me alone." He covered his face. The laughing stopped 
and Mr. Jones slowly uncovered his face and looked up. There 
in the window of his car hung a pair of cold, bloodshot, hideous 
looking red eyes. Mr. Jones struck at the eyes with his fist 
screaming, "Go away, get away from me." The car began to 
rock and shake violently. Mr. Jones, sensing himself losing all 
control, shifted into drive and shot away. The eyes vanished 
and once again he was all alone on this deserted highway. 
He pulled his car from the highway and stopped. He fumbled 
in his pocket for a cigarette. He had difficulty in lighting it and 
his head reeled from the past few moments of hysteria. He 
fancied himself mad. This just can't be happening in the 
twentieth century, he thought. He had always thought of 
himself as a very rational man who usually had his wits about 
him. But this road and night were too much for him to bear. He 
clenched his fist and slammed the dashboard. He cursed the 
man at the diner but he vowed that he wouldn't win. He threw 
his half lit cigarette out of the window and boldly said out loud, 
" I ' m not gonna stop for anything." 
He pulled the gearshift lever into drive as he gripped the 
steering wheel. He burned rubber as he hit the pavement. His 
car accelerated to 60, 65, 70, 80 m.p.h. He rounded two sharp 
curves and peaked the top of the hill that sloped long and easily 
into the night. Below he could see the car lights round a curve. 
He clenched his teeth and came off the hill doing 80 m.p.h. The 
speedometer climbed to 85, 95, 100, 115 m.p.h. He laughed long 
and loud that this time he would win. He bottomed the hill 
doing 115 m.p.h. He saw the two round circles of light ahead. 
The two cars met on a one lane bridge. The night sky was filled 
with a brilliant flash of red as the cars exploded on impact. 
The impact was so great that the trunk lid of Mr. Jones' car 
was hurled 100 feet forward of the wreck. The crackling of the 
fire died down and the agonizing cry of the dying drifted away 
into the night. A small trickle of blood gathered at the corner of 
the bridge. Slowly and silently the bright red stream began to 
trickle into the brook below. The smoke from the wreck was 
whisked high into the air and carried off into the darkness. The 
souls of Mr. Jones and the other man might have been in this 
smoke. But as the smoke meandered across the road and 
surrounded the moonlit tree, the eyes hovered quietly 
surveying the scene. Satisfied they floated across the highway, 
past the smoldering wreck, and across the moonlit field. 
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Untitled 
D o u g f T l o k a r e n 
* L."'lii'ilBf *'*l*S!lWHiHBi 
FIRST PLACE: POETRY 
J. Daniel Byford 
The Friar 's Search 
I had a feeling for straying with the c l ouds -
sharp my pointing sought to prick their shadows with a thought-
to scrape against their cosmic sharding skulls 
I pierced them through as swift as sight 
to splinter like a gridless point feathering through a cyclone. 
I would have fled into the forest to find the fabled bird, 
or if the salted breath, the aging sigh had scented near, 
mermaids might have beckoned me to the bastions of the sea. 
But I blew far beneath a hurling earth, 
mad as dust beneath a spider's pillow 
and among the guileless gales gathered humming worms 
to wai l the endless lays of bootless gods. 
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Dialectical Birthdays 
[for Lisa] Sieving 
Fountains raging up with blood 
appearing outwardly to flood 
Spectra swimming tight as tears 
quick cut from black clad, iron smooth fears 
that flow about the inward earth 
diminishing to matter's birth 
whose singing laughter hums as spears 
which dart inside celestial ears 
to rip and slash as Changes should 
while making universal good 
(high on the winds where the wave never breaks 
the thieves of eternity catch whirlwinds in rakes 
and silence is singing through each plane that it beams 
with thundering throats and shattering dreams) 
Sieving I come like the grass 
A jug half hidden in dull vine 
Sieving out the mouth the golden god 
dust waves molecular and holy 
When rain comes 
When dew comes 
I wi l l be a waiting jug 
I remain t i l l I grow hungry enough 
To be eaten by the grass 
In The March Wind The Ozarks Slim 
Frozen Crests 
[for Carol] 
Born like froth upon a harshly painted w a v e -
aloft, aloof, al ive-frantic to be brave. 
A moment king of slender, sharding brains 
seen fleeing flecks burst on floating planes. 
Frozen in their places 
as the glow within a gleam 
they garner in their instant faces 
an incandescent dream. 
Applause 
[a practice in Pivot] 
I n the March wind the Ozarks slim 
handling quick weight with eager humps. 
Old grass lies brownly dreaming for the sky 
and breezes break gently on the rocking ribs 
of an old man's chair. 
Some Vision 
I . 
Shall we carry to the star? 
Wi l l we regenerate, 
render out the thought? 
Can we conclude? 
I n a tree happening to lay: 
whirr ing httle, constant bug. 
Something one might catalog if so inclined 
or waft across its lightspun wings a cosmic wind, 
or simply wall it up. 
Rain is a pass word puzzle of the grave 
Rain is icenotes flowered by the hum of flame 
whose spirals form the flowing sun 
and g^ow to glow and fall to fade 
in streams of eye embracing amber. 
from what was the silver hand created? 
from whence did the ball roll forth? 
I am so loud 
I cannot hear its roll— 
I f thought breeds light from out its titan mouth 
must all whirr ing darkness sti l l with pulse be thrilled, 
or pseudo experienced through chars of acids and electrics 
unveiled to spiral, funnel both ways towards an open end--
n . 
I s the world a word or picture of a w a v e ? -
and what in the world is the word of ice 
when shattered in the moment like toy tin cats 
smashing incredibly on the street? 
Projected past any sharpshard light, 
fully capable of existing on such short notice, 
buzz erupts in the moving, metal eye. 
Who hears inside the original ear 
the power of the golden waiting egg? 
I f the world was as broken as a brooding dream 
surely some smoke would warp it to a point 
and upon the probable platter gleaming: 
a wisp rendered hard on the hurdling plane 
refracted by the instantaneous gruelling 
which resided there. 
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"Crystal Ball 
THIRD P L A C E : SHORT S T O R Y 
The Last, Best Hope 
by J . Daniel Byford 
The sun was as briUiant as a brass knob. Heat moved about 
the wreckage like some brooding arid thing, licking at scorched 
rocks, crawling about over the splintered remains of an 
Overland coach. Final ly settling against a wilting, twisted 
stump which protruded from the dry earth, the coach lay tilted 
towards that hot, unblinking eye -- blistered offering to a grim 
god. Scattered about upon the broken, sandrock slope, a mass 
of sharded wood and smashed discards remained motionless, 
untouched by any faint trace of breeze. 
When he finally woke up, the black man believed himself to 
be burning. His eyes fumed with an impervious, gray smoke. 
And then he thought that it was the sky, and not his eyes, 
which was filled with smoke. The sun had burnt the wooden 
coach to a dry, crispy wafer and seared down and down until at 
last it had spit a solitary spark instantly flaming the coach and 
broiling the air around it to a thick veil of wet fog. 
The air began to slowly clear. Blinking brought a creamy 
film to mix with the dust upon his cheeks. Clouds lifted, smoke 
thinned. His eyelids slapped lazily against increasing 
brightness. The coach loomed from the haze not more than 
twenty feet away. He knew at once, lying there upon his 
stomach, that the horses were gone and the renegades had left 
him for dead. His tongue squirmed against the grit in his 
mouth. 
He became aware of a small voice wafting through this 
oppressive, steaming world. He could almost see the sound of it 
floating its way to him upon a drifting, radiant wave. Absurd as 
it seemed, he heard the doleful voice inquire, "Oh how do I get 
out?" 
Years later, as he stood swaying before the coach, a crude 
lever in hand, he remembered the small white child. . . . 
She had wide, green eyes. Her long, white hair was tangled 
and dirty. Her teeth chewed absently upon a strand of it as she 
stared into his face. Sunlight poured from behind him and 
played with shadows inside. 
"Have you come to take me?" she asked quietly. 
He had seen those green eyes before somewhere. Or maybe 
it was grass he had seen. Or new leaves. Or green eggs in a 
spring nest. 
"The door's open," he replied and extended his stronger 
arm. 
When she was to the ground the white child's eyes filled 
with tears. A twitch snagged at the corners of her thin mouth. 
She would have to rub her face, he thought, for there was no 
water to wash the dried blood from the side of it . 
They discovered the driver not far from the coach with a 
broken leg and an arrow in his gut. His eyelids fluttered as they 
drew near. 
" S h i r t ? " he moaned. That would be the shotgun rider. They 
had lost him many miles back at the first shot of the ambush. He 
had toppled off and faced down in a bed of prickly pear. 
" S h i r t , " he repeated, . .get me some water, Sh i r t . " The 
barely audible words trickled out across his lips like the last 
drops from a spilled canteen. 
" I ' m not Shirt , mister," apologized the black man. 
"Water , " the driver pleaded. 
"No water neither, fella. Water barrel's smashed. 'Fra id 
your buddy Shir t got lost somewhere in the storm." 
The driver convulsed powerfully and groaned beneath 
clenched teeth. He remained in this manner for some time. The 
black man stared at the heavy coat of dust blanching the color 
from the too pale face. The white child pulled at his elbow. 
"What is he going to do?" she asked. 
He did not answer. The driver relaxed and lay groaning on 
the dusty floor. Not far from the driver's rolling head lay a dirty 
revolver. When he had picked it up, he found that it held only 
two shells. He wiped it clean and bent to the writhing form. 
"Sh i r t ? " whispered the driver. " I got to get some water, 
Shir t . " 
The black man placed the dull colored pistol into a twitching 
hand. 
" I ' m going to go get water, okay?" 
He moved to go but a bloody hand stopped him. 
" T h a n k s . . .thanks Shir t , " the driver gasped, then fell back 
panting upon the red-stained bed of weeds. 
They stood staring for a moment. He put a hand on the 
white child and they turned and began walking towards the 
west where the sun had begun its long descent to darkness. 
When they had lost sight of the coach and were a good way 
from it , a single shot boomed out forlornly against the afternoon 
sky. I t hopped about the rolling terrain like some angry crow 
upon the smooth limbs of a dark tree. 
He hesitated only a moment. 
"Stay here," he said. " I ' l l be back." 
He made a slow, unsteady retreat back towards the now 
completely silent slope. 
I t was near dark that first day when they saw the eagle. 
From nowhere it descended with a frightening swoop, then 
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glided easily over them as they hugged the earth. I t was 
immense. The great wings spread across the sky as it passed, as 
wide as the distant mountain range. The black man strained his 
misty eyes against the darkness as it vanished upward from 
view. 
"What . . .what was it, a . . .a bird?" stammered out the child 
beside him. 
His gnawing stomach suddenly occurred to him for the first 
time lying there face down. Sights of cool, clear water had been 
gleaming on his parched brain for some time now, but not food. 
His insides gave an awful tug as he gaped at a large rock next to 
his nose that to all the world looked like a steaming, sauteed 
chicken breast. He rolled weakly to his back. Night had not 
quite settled into the lap of the swelling hills. He could stil l 
distinguish the snow tipped mountain peaks in the distance. 
Early stars had already taken position in the blunt lavender 
sky. He rose to his feet. 
The thing fell not more than three feet in front of him and 
for a moment he believed that one of those yet unsteady stars 
had lost its hold and plummeted downward to smash upon his 
fevered head. The child had not flinched. She lay quietly upon 
her back and stared into the dusking west. She appeared frozen 
in an attitude at once both determined and reticent. 
He pulled matches from a pocket and said in a knowing 
voice, " A rabbit has fell from the sky. " 
The band of riders waited for the verdict. One bent silently 
over a set of tracks, his fingers brushing gently inside one of the 
many hoof marks. 
"Many riders," said the tall man. He stood up at last and 
went to his horse. A grimy hand swept at the dark, graying 
strands bound by a tight, green band. 
"We have been wandering here for days, Aguila," said one 
of the mounted men. " T h e r e is nothing here but 
Commanckeros." 
The man on foot did not reply. He mounted and sat staring 
towards the horizon. 
"Aguila, the morning sun grows more hot each day. We 
should ride from this. . .wilderness into the south, or. . . ." 
"You still call me that name, Montenegro." 
The Mexican grew quiet, his lips tight. 
" I do not speak your language," the other continued, nor do 
you speak mine. You wi l l call me Grey Eagle . " 
"Aguila is Eagle in Spanish," came back the taut words. 
"Grey Eagle!" demanded the Comanche and turned in his 
saddle. The others watched intently, but made no sign of 
interference. 
Montenegro's face was an expressionless mask. Only a faint 
curl of the upper lip disturbed it. 
"Si, Senior Grey Eagle , " he said cooly. " I t wi l l be as you 
wish." A cruel smile thinned itself across his wrinkled face. 
A moment of tension remained. Then Montenegro eased 
back in his ornamented saddle and gave a snorting laugh. 
" A h , compadres, we may yet find something in this. . . 
unpromising land. Maybe we make friends with more banditos. 
. . . or maybe we ki l l off a little competition." He grinned widely. 
Grey Eagle said nothing. He only returned his gaze to the 
expanse of hills which rolled into the west. 
Neither was surprised when the eagle dropped the second 
rabbit the following dusk. I t raised no questions in their minds. 
They accepted it completely. Neither did the black man 
question the child's determination to trace the path of the 
eagle's flight into the glowing sunset. 
Staggering along they felt a vague lifting in their 
over-exposed bodies. A n unusual lightness inside their heavy 
limbs seemed to waft them quietly along. The black man fiddled 
with a lucky piece in a pocket. A t times, without thinking, he 
would whistle in a low, flat tone, then catch himself and laugh. 
The child trailed behind him. 
They topped a hill . 
He realized that the child had stopped walking. He gazed 
back into the dazed face. 
"What 's that?" she asked, pointing ahead, an urgency 
prickling her voice. 
He turned very slowly knowing that there would be a 
gigantic tarantula looming high above him, its frothing 
expectant jaws preparing to swallow him in two awful gulps. 
But no, there was no spider there. No spider at all . 
I n the distance, in the folds of a featureless hill , nestled a 
small, deserted looking shack. I t lay like some discarded dream. 
A huff of dust occasioned it in a tireless wave. 
The child moved past him. 
They made their feeble way as best they could through rock 
and brush. No matter if they had reached it instantaneously, it 
would have been eternity. Moments are dust, he thought. 
The wind seemed to raise a bit as they neared. A fine sand 
searched for his eyes, but he felt he might have found the shack 
by sense of smell alone. He was aware of a warm, mellow, 
delicious scent. He had been a cook once, and had gotten drunk 
and passed out in his kitchen after hours, smelling good smells. 
A n endless, wonderful odor, pleasant and safe. 
They stood outside the shack. Wind rubbed the dust briskly 
about its sides. 
"Be l l s , " breathed the child. Her eyes stared vacantly. 
He became aware of the bells. They were hanging loosely on 
a scrub of mesquite not far from the nearest corner of the 
shack. Wind played upon them occasionally and brought forth 
an eerie, hollow sound. 
He staggered to the door. A shaking hand pushed it lightly. 
I n it swam. Inward. . .slowly. A t once he became afraid of 
something and couldn't for the world think of what it was until 
he realized a figure stood just inside the threshold holding 
loosely in shadowed fingers a crystal bell. 
Then blackness rushed from behind the looming figure and 
engulfed him. 
Three vultures perched eagerly upon the coach. St i l l more 
flew in tightening circles above it. 
Grey Eagle 's shot put them all to wing. Angri ly they flew 
high into the hot evening air to breeze about, resembling 
curious winged ants. The men dismounted to inspect the 
wreckage. Montenegro kicked at a broken, empty box. Across 
the coach's scarred side a rough wind vamped, covering it with 
a fine, powdery dust. "There is nothing here, amigos, not even 
for the big birds. . . ." 
A shout broke off his words. Someone had found something. 
"Comanche arrow," mused Montenegro as he stood above 
the discovered driver. The air was painted with the foulest of 
odors. Montenegro leaned closer. "And . . .a bullet in his 
head " 
"Grey Eagle, shall we mount and ride to the south?" queried 
one of the men. 
Grey Eagle 's breath slid slowly between his lips. He turned 
to leave. I t was then that he saw the prints trailing away 
towards the sinking sun. 
The black man revived to find something warm, wet and 
pleasant pressing on his forehead. He licked his lips and found 
that they really weren't strips of leather. His thoughts were old 
and tired and blind, as if for centuries they had been chased by 
a raging heat down odd, impenetrable alleyways. 
He raised upon his elbows. He lay upon a narrow cot in a big 
room partially Ut by two candles and a small lantern. Asleep 
upon a low bed tucked into a corner, the child breathed deeply. 
His eyes roved about picking at the shadowy interior. Wood 
stove. Pots and pans on a high shelf. A trunk beneath a window. 
Rags. Odds and ends piled into a corner. A tin water basin 
resting on a red, wooden table, beside it an arrangement of 
weeds in a chipped vase. On a wall above a cracking mirror a 
tattered piece of cloth was pinned, an odd, circular design 
painted in a fading, greenish hue. 
He swung his feet to the floor and sat up slowly, his back 
sagging to a tired hump. The pistol lay on the floor beside the 
cot. The room was quiet, uniquely strange. A newness 
surrounded in oldness. Shadowed. He noticed a thin, faint coat 
of dust which covered everything. 
The door opened. She walked in softly and stood facing him. 
Her hair trailed down to her hips and was satin black. She was 
small and thin, but a deepness in the way she stood refuted her 
appearance of fragihty. She crossed her slender arms, the color 
of sand at early dawn. 
"Where are you going?" she demanded. 
" F o r water," came his answer. He noticed that it did not 
sound at all like his own voice. He felt giddy and as though he 
might be standing behind himself watching all this. He pointed 
at a bucket resting beside the water basin. 
The young woman laughed. " I did not mean now," she said. 
"Before, where were you going?" She moved to the water and 
poured a tin cup full. 
"Oh," he breathed weakly. She turned towards him with the 
cup. The light displayed her face and deep, sea g^een eyes. She 
could not be more than half his age. Maybe twenty. And yet. . . 
somehow she was. . . . 
She watched him intently. 
"Do you feel better? You look much better. Here, drink." 
She handed the water to him. She took something from a red 
pouch dangling from the cloth belt tightened about the middle 
of her long, faded gray dress. I t was a small, brownish root. 
" E a t this," she said. 
He swallowed it quickly and gulped the water down. The 
child stirred, but did not wake. He soon grew too sleepy to even 
sit. 
Time passed through his thoughts like dust sifting through 
ancient cracks. He stared emptily at flickers of light dancing off 
the rafters. 
"How long," he heard his voice ask from somewhere far 
away. He almost thought he heard an answer as he slipped from 
the cot and down a long, thin bell rope swaying into 
nothingness. 
" A l w a y s , " the bell seemed to say. 
"Her mother is dead?" she asked standing above the 
sleeping child. 
The black man nodded. "Her father too. Told me they died in 
a fire in '49." 
She looked down at the child solemnly. 
"She's got folks though, in California. That 's where she was 
going." 
" A n d you?" She looked into his eyes. 
" I was headed there too. . . .1 was headed there too." 
"Mam? How did you come to be here?" 
A slant of evening sunlight splashed across her dun face 
from the narrow window. He thought he saw her dark 
eyebrows and her lower lids tighten. 
"Were you born here?" 
" I am here," she said, and moved away towards the small 
stove. "We have rabbit stew tonight." 
He rose from the cot unsteadily and made his third 
successful trip to the water stand. He had to do something to 
keep from talking too much. But the diversion did not last. 
"Mam? Have you always been alone here? I mean. . .it's no 
business of mine, I know, but. . . ." 
She was staring absently over her shoulder at the sleeping 
child. Slim fingers turned a wooden spoon inside a steaming 
pot. 
"No," she answered softly. " I have not always been alone. 
This was once the. . .home. . .of my mother. I t was she who 
brought me here before I could know her words . . .her reasons." 
Something kindled in her face. A s if looking back into the past, 
her eyes narrowed, being windows through which she might 
pull old scenes and forgotten voices. 
"She came here when my grandfather died. She was without 
husband, no man to watch for her after her father had gone to 
the Eagle Mountain to leave the earth. Her younger brother 
grew too wild and left to rob settlers on the border. My mother 
. . .was big with child. The People did not want her then. She 
was the last of the women of the Medicine Ring. They feared 
her, for she hated their pettiness and did not kiss the sleeves of 
their wise men. Her pride made her an outcast. She spit on the 
People and walked the paths of the Lonely Ones. She came 
here." 
The black man stared at the thick steam rising from the 
stew. 
"Here, I came into this world," she added. Her eyes were 
vacant, lost in the images of her mind. "Here I am, here I wi l l 
be. I have but one path." 
"Mam?" 
She moved the spoon once more through the bubbling sauce. 
"Yes?" 
"Did you know that you were a dreamer?" 
"A dreamer?" 
"Well. . .yes, mam," he returned unsteadily. 
She stopped her st irr ing and removed the container from 
the heat. 
"Are we not all dreamers? Do we all not dream the world up 
in front of our eyes? Doesn't the world look like a dream to 
you?" Her voice filled with power. "Go look out the window." 
He did not move. A n old, forgotten feeling began in the pit 
of his stomach, a light, gnawing, numbing feeling. She motioned 
to him and pointed out the window. He remained frozen to his 
spot. A hand steadied him against the wash stand. She walked 
to him and grasped his hand and led him to the window. 
"Look!" she demanded and drew away the dusty curtain. 
"Out there is only a dream." 
The black man's hands were trembling. There 's going to be 
an earthquake, he thought. The ground is going to open up and 
swallow this world and there won't be a sound. A sound. Yes , a 
sound, he thought. Something is going to make a sound soon. 
And then he heard the quiet breathing of the sleeping child. 
" I n a dream," she whispered, "we forget the fear. . .when it 
comes. Dreaming keeps the world from eating you, or laying 
you out upon a lonely rock to die. To be alone we must dream. . 
. . ." Her voice trailed into nothingness. She was staring 
hollowly into nothingness. She was staring at what might lie 
through and beyond the cloudy panes. Years of dust had fogged 
them by a thousand million stabs of hungry grains. A hand 
came up slowly, gently rubbing the glass as if to make it clear 
again. 
He jerked away from her violently. 
"Leave ! " he said urgently. His body shook. "Why can't you 
leave?" 
The voice came into her ear like a silver dish slipping 
beneath silent waves many miles at sea. How many times had 
she heard that same question? She could not begin to know. 
Possibly every night as soon as her eyelids had settled for the 
final time and she had loosened her grip from the shadowy 
cabin to fall into the caverns of sleep. 
"Leav ing is only a dream," came a quiet reply. "And I must 
stay. . .until it comes. . . ." 
" U n t i l what comes?" 
She turned to face him and her eyes were strong and 
decisive. "My mother's. . .the last, best hope," she said. 
I n the darkness they came upon the old hut. A faint, orange 
glow creeped from the one window facing north. Blackness 
washed back against the weak light like waves covering a 
shivering, moonlit beach. Candle light. 
Mute horses stood ranged in front of the hut reflecting the 
sombreness of their riders. Not one dismounted. They waited. 
The door creaked inward. A dark figure stepped through, 
lantern in hand, held low. Grey Eagle strained to make out the 
features in the bad light. A young woman walked fearlessly up 
to them and stopped only a few feet from his mount. Her face 
was shadowed, but the voice displayed her feelings well 
enough. 
"What do you want?" she asked harshly. 
They remained silent. She held the lantern forward. 
'What are you here for?" 
The Mexican dismounted. He took a step towards her and 
was fully illuminated by the soft yellow light. He grinned 
widely and took off his hat. 
"Buenos noches," he slurred. "La senorita es muy hermosa." 
He bowed. Straightening, he noticed that she held something 
tightly clutched in a small fist. "What have you there, little 
woman?" He looked as if he would take the final few steps to 
her. 
"Montenegro! Get back on your horse!" said Grey Eagle 
sharply, edging his mount forward. A tense hand lightly 
touched a revolver tucked in his waistband. 
Montenegro half turned, his face becoming a g^rim, but silent 
answer. His left hand moved slowly towards one of the two 
bolstered pistols shielded from view by the large sombrero. 
"She is alone, amigo," he said, spitting out the words. "No 
man is here, or she would stil l be inside." 
"Mount!" gritted the Comanche. 
For a moment the air cracked between the two. Suddenly 
the Mexican laughed and, turning back to the young woman, 
bowed again. 
" I t is a pleasure to make your acquaintance, bonita 
senorita." His eyes narrowed as they met hers. His smile faded. 
A nervous twitch pulled once at his upper lip. " I . . . have seen 
you before, no?" He shook his head and replaced his hat. 
"Beauty tricks the eyes at night, es verdad?" 
Her face was an impassive as the sand she stood upon. 
Montenegro mounted briskly and trotted away. A l l but Grey 
Eagle rode after him. 
"We followed a trai l to your door. Two on foot. They are 
safe?" 
She hesitated, looking up at him her face hidden in 
darkness, then turned and walked quickly back to the cabin 
door. Opening it she yelled back in a tone he was unable to 
decipher. 
"Go away!" 
He jerked his reins and followed after his retreating men. 
The sun was now well hidden beneath a veil of faceless hills. 
The black man heard the door close and rapid steps across 
the wooden floor. Secret boards above him seeped quiet light as 
the rug was drawn aside. The child beside him sat, quietly 
waiting. 
"Come out quickly, you must go into the hills and hide!" A 
face peered down at them in the dark cellar full of anxiousness. 
She helped them up into the room and put the floorboards and 
rug back in place. 
She handed the black man the lantern and ushered them 
towards the door. Opening it she gave the child a gentle push 
into the darkness. The black man was on the threshold when a 
small but firm hand clasped his arm and dark green eyes caught 
him with a glint of light. 
"Stay in the hills until sunrise," she said. 
His mind was lost in snapping, black images. His racing 
heart beat against the prison of his throat. 
"What is happening?" he asked. 
" L e a v e ! " she shouted. "Go to the hil ls!" 
He turned and ran after the child into the darkness. A 
snatch of words from behind sought and overtook him, stabbing 
at his whirling, jointless thoughts. 
"The last, best hope has come. . . .' 
The black man found him face down behind a low wall of 
sheeting rock. The man was near death. A thickening stream of 
blood sti l l trickled from the knife wound low in the left side of 
his back. For a moment he did not really know what to do. The 
child stood behind him, her thin hand holding tightly to the 
upper arm of his sleeve. She peered over his shoulder at the 
prone Comanche. 
He had no doubt that here was one of the same men they 
had hidden from. Possibly he had been one of the renegades 
who had stranded him in the desert. Should he now save this 
life? Would he die anyway? Was this a t r i ck . . .a trap? The black 
man shook his head in the darkness. 
" I s he dead?" she asked. 
"No," he replied shaking his head again, "not yet." 
His mind was made up. I t was no more than half a mile to 
the shack. He grabbed the man army style, gingerly draping 
the huge form across his shoulders, stomach down, 
armpit-to-armpit. 
"You ' l l have to hold up his feet to keep them from 
dragging," he told the child. 
They moved down the slope in a slow jog. Halfway down, 
the black man stopped abruptly, but not to regain his flagging 
breath. Something loomed up at them from a round spot of 
earth, marked with a wide, wooden plank. I t was a grave. A t 
the center of the mound sat a small vase arranged with dried 
weeds. Across the plank hung a strand of thin rope strung with 
seven motionless bells. 
His plan had worked well , he thought. Straying from the 
campfire had brought the Indian to find him. I t had been no 
difficult task to lead him into an unexpectant ambush and then 
take him from behind with his blade. But had he not rapped him 
on the head with a pistol butt, he would have had to shoot him. 
The Indian had had ideas about that little waistgun. A gunshot 
would have alerted his compadres to his bit of nightwork and 
that might not be so good in the longest run. A s it was, they 
were no wiser. 
He gazed over their sleeping forms. The Indian would 
probably never regain his senses. I f he did, it would only be 
long enough to realize that he was bleeding to death. 
He warmed himself up to the fire. One must stay quick, he 
thought, in these hot days and in the cool nights. 
The cabin was not far away. Three minutes on a quiet horse. 
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The little woman had looked so. . .so. . .smoldering. Inviting. 
"Like a fire in the cool night," he breathed, moving from the 
flames in a solid direction. Maybe that is what he saw familiar 
in the little bitch. She heated his blood like so many fires 
before. . . . 
The bleeding man came to consciousness abruptly, but not 
coherently and for not very long. 
He looked about the cabin, his eyes wide. A thin trickle of 
blood streamed from his open mouth, no matter how much the 
child dabbed at it. The black man had built a good fire and 
compressed the wound, but the bleeding would not stop. 
" I s he going to die?" asked the child. 
He shrugged. Punctured lung, he thought. 
The man groaned. He lifted his head and peered into the 
meek, green eyes of the child. 
"Sister. . .1 meant you no evi l ! " His words came out 
anguished and slow. "Glass Ring, do not bare my soul to the 
wind!" He fell back upon the bed with a shriek of pain. "Oh 
forgive me. . .for I was but a child! Do not keep me. . .from the 
journey.. .to the Mountain Nest " His voice broke into a sob. 
Suddenly he jerked upright, his eyes pierced across the 
dimly lit room to the painted cloth above the mirror. 
"Medicine R ings . . .take back your lost son " He fell again 
upon the low bed, his breathing short and hard. A gurgling 
noise turned in his throat. 
The black man walked to the wash stand and picked up the 
revolver. One bullet, he thought, and so many people needing 
one. He smiled at the child and closed the door quietly behind 
him as he left. 
She came from the cool night. Montenegro started, then 
froze. A wide grin curled across his dusky face. 
"Senorita," he whispered, leering, " i t is so nice to see you 
again." He flashed the blade from its hidden sheath inside his 
shirt. 
"You have come to see Montenegro, no?" he asked. 
Grabbing her roughly by the shoulder, he shoved her back 
towards the fire. The other men did not stir . He stopped some 
yards short and with a powerful shove, sprawled her on her 
back upon the hard earth. He wondered if he should wake the 
others, or pluck the little thing by himself. 
" I am glad you have had a change of heart, little one." 
He stood grinning at her. 
"One little peep," he whispered putting a finger to his lips. 
"and I wi l l stick this in your pretty ear," he brandished the 
knife, "and do what I want anyway." His empty hand reached 
for the big buckle at his waist. 
The girl extended a hand. 
"Here , " she murmured softly. 
" E h . . . . " 
" I give you a gift." 
Her arm remained outstretched. 
Montenegro took the object from her hand and held it 
towards the fire. I t caught at light like a brilliant gem. Sparkles 
sharded from its smooth, pristine sides arching up into his eyes. 
He staggered back. 
"The trinket. . .the little bell. . . ." His knife hand dropped 
limply. His eyes were locked upon the thing he held, his face a 
tormented rag of years. "Where. . .did you find this?" 
She came to her feet. 
" I did not find it, it was a gift. ' I t is a gift'," she snarled, 
"Your very words to her after you had raped her and left her 
lying in a thicket." 
He stepped backward. 
"Gi f t , " hissed the word from between her bared teeth. She 
crouched. "The very word my mother bade me say to you, Black 
Mountain!" 
She leaped. 
His arm whipped up in reflex and the knife buried itself 
deeply between her breasts. The force of her claw like hands 
smashing against his throat and the power of her lunging body 
drove hini back upon the fire, her body smashing him hard 
against the coals. Her dress burst instantly into flames. He 
screamed and shoved her from him, rolling and leaping to his 
feet. His vest flamed. His pants. He screamed and ran. 
A single shot burst into the night, splitting the scream and 
soon the cool, night air calmed to smoke and glowing embers. 
The black man dropped the revolver into the dust. A great 
weariness filled his body. He fell to his knees. 
The renegades were on their feet, but did not move toward 
him. Small flickers began to hck about the scattered coals and 
render through the darkness a breath of light. They peered 
past him towards the shack. 
The child came slowly into the kindling light. Suddenly she 
ran and threw her arms around him. She cried for a moment 
and he allowed the cool tears to wash their way across his neck 
and down his back. Soon she stopped. 
"He is dead too. They are all dead," she said. 
The black man rose to his feet and touched the child's pale 
cheek. He pressed something firmly into the small hand. 
Dreamers neither sleep nor wake, he thought. 
A western breeze blew at his back, fresh but dry with the 
knowledge of a red glow dawning in the east. Somewhere an 
eagle launched from a high mountain into the waking currents 
of a new day. 
" A gift," he said softly. 
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HONORABLE MENTION: POETRY 
Don Burt 
Beneath The Metal Waterfalls 
by E d w a r d Garner 
Fantasia Mia 
Fantasia Mia 
flying free through 
the orange 
skies 
on feathered 
dreams of falcons 
floating softly upon 
bubbles with 
soda 
from fountains 
of youthful exuberance 
loving eyes behind 
cool plaster 
horizons 
stemming from 
hope slightly scratched 
living reality with 
time for 
dreams 
liberates spirits 
discovering pioneer joy 
Alethea Ascending 
You come into my moment for a lifetime 
Your laughter turned my cowbells into chimes 
My wanderlust found home within your caring 
I pray that you may find your end in mine 
But mounting emptiness has made me listless 
You have my spark of life, my place of rest 
This place I knew can no more be my home 
Each day I stay I grow more comfortless 
I will not stay a fledgling any longer 
For like the eagles soaring makes me stronger 
I leave a nest deserted, lonely, barren 
To find that place where I am a belonger 
Yet still my heart knows how to end my quest 
To coax my soul to end its pointless jest 
I rise to run and lose my shoes of stone 
And I must go where God can use my best 
You came into my moment for a lifetime 
Your reason caused my dreams to dance in time 
My wanderlust was calmed when we were sharing 
My riddle finds its answer in your rhyme 
Stone streets 
A n armoured city 
Slickers slouch in gilded suits 
Monuments and marble judges 
Mourn for never-lasting truths. 
Rows of red geraniums bloom 
Surrounding liquidation stalls 
Into the stilted woods I walk 
Beneath the metal water falls. 
A stainless pool with long conveyors 
Making stoops at many slides 
Carry nudes whose bodies drip 
From points along its piss-warm sides, 
Elevators cross and carry 
Escalators everywhere 
Wading wading 
Through a market 
Human shops displaying wares. 
Through a field of amber wheat 
Wind floats upon the grain like waves 
A s plaid tycoons go shooting woodcock 
Shining silver guns ablaze, 
I fly into a blueprint forest 
Twisted vines are sparkling chains 
China cats are flowering sunshine 
Into arcs of glowing haze. 
A l l around the air is spinning 
Swir l ing clouds are angel's hair 
A moon is high 
Half beginning 
Ti lted on the atmosphere, 
A sti l l blue sky is turning 
Slowly 
Into shades of deep azure 
A stallion kneels before an altar 
Priests incant 
Amor Amor. 
GlassBottom Submarine 
by E d w a r d Garner 
A sailing board awaiting power 
Dances me to surf and waves 
I paddle far into the breakers 
Way from shore I go. 
Singing ocean waters rolling 
I n the depths of Spanish gold 
Ornamental objects hang from silver strings. 
Pulsing creatures lurking 
Deep and soundless in the sea 
Perform in most enchanting colors. 
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F I R S T P L A C E : ONE-ACT P L A Y 
The Myth of the Emerald Ship 
by J . Daniel Byford and Edward Garner 
D R A M A T I S P E R S O N A E I N O R D E R O F A P P E A R A N C E : 
T w o Plaid Tycoons: 
Green hat 
Moneypockets 
Children of the Roses 
Giant Spider 
Whirr ing Constant Bug 
A Tablefull of Dwarves 
Intellectual Santa Claws 
S C E N E 1 
A mountaintop overlooks a furrowed valley. The green valley 
heavily contrasts with the bare rock and sparse vegetation 
scattered here and there upon the mountain. A stiff breeze 
hums and rustles through the sage. Two plaid tycoons enter on 
the mountaintop and peer down into the valley. They are 
dressed in plaid trousers and green satin tuxedos with 
extremely long tails which blow in the wind like kites. One 
wears a green top hat which matches his tuxedo, and the other 
tycoon wears a silver top hat. Both are adorned with 
tremendous plaid bow ties. They are sipping champagne and 
smoking big cigars. 
G R E E N H A . T : Well , Moneypockets, you know that Bullish is 
the only way to fortune. 
M O N E Y P O C K E T S : A n y donkey wi l l tell you that. 
G R E E N H A T : So you admit it, do you? 
M O N E Y P O C K E T S : Admit what? 
G R E E N H A T : That you're an ass! 
M O N E Y P O C K E T S : Why you cardboard tusker! Your mother 
is a bear who got sprayed by an elephant and you're a big boar! 
(Moneypockets puts his fingers in front of his mouth, imitating 
tusks and snorts violently like a pig.) 
G R E E N H A T : Don't you talk about my mother! 
(The tycoons begin shoving each other; teeth clamped on their 
smoke belching cigars and their glasses slosh champagne on 
their tuxedos.) (A number of children suddenly appear from 
behind a boulder and forming a circle they began to dance and 
sing.) 
R ing around the Roses 
Pocket full of posies 
Upstairs , downstairs. 
Squat! 
(Continue to repeat verse sotto voce.) 
M O N E Y P O C K E T S (stops shoving Greenhat and looks in the 
direction of the children.): Wait. . .Wait a minute. What's that? 
G R E E N H A T : The wind through your hollow head (shoves 
Moneypockets) 
M O N E Y P O C K E T S : Open up your elephant ears, Greenhat! 
(He points at the children with his cigar.) 
(Greenhat turns and sees the children. He bends-seizes a 
rock-and hurls it at them. The children vanish in a puff of 
smoke.) 
M O N E Y P O C K E T S : What did you do that for? 
G R E E N H A T : For your mother, Oedipus. 
M O N E Y P O C K E T S : Ahhhh. . . . 
(Moneypockets stiff-arms Greenhat to one side, and walks to 
the spot where the children were dancing. There he discovers a 
brilliantly luminous disc shining the color of amber. He picks it 
up and examines it. Greenhat joins him, ferociously puffing on 
his cigar.) 
G R E E N H A T : What have you got? 
M O N E Y P O C K E T S : I don't know, but there's another one. 
(Moneypockets stabs a pointing finger at a disc not far in front 
of him. He pounces on the disc and bends admiring it. Greenhat 
walks up behind him, lifts the champagne bottle from 
Moneypockets' tuxedo and taps him on the shoulder.) 
G R E E N H A T : Hey! That one is mine! (He holds out his hand 
and Moneypockets reluctantly gives up the disc. Greenhat 
stuffs the disc into his tuxedo, pours himself a glass of 
champagne and hands Moneypockets the bottle. The tycoons 
follow a trai l of discs, collecting them as they go, stuffing the 
discs into their pockets. Suddenly they come upon the entrance 
to a cave. Pausing, Moneypockets turns to Greenhat.) 
M O N E Y P O C K E T S : Well Greenhat, you know that Bullish is 
the only way to fortune. (Then they disappear into the cave.) 
C U R T A I N 
S C E N E 2 
Inside the cave the plaid tycoons stumble down a dimly lit 
corridor. A glowing disc affords the only light. 
M O N E Y P O C K E T S : Sure is dark in here. (They bump into one 
another.) 
G R E E N H A T : Hey watch where you're going! Hold up that 
disc. (Moneypockets holds up the glowing disc against the 
darkness, lighting more of the corridor. A huge Web is 
suddenly illuminated. Within it a Giant Spider is closing upon a 
constantly whirr ing bug trapped by a single thick strand. A s 
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the Web is illuminated the Spider whirls towards the Plaid 
Tycoons, snarling. The Whirr ing Constant Bug wrenches free 
of the Web and escapes.) 
S P I D E R (In a rasping voice): 
I'm sure you must be weary dears 
Come rest awhile upon my bed 
(rasps louder) 
I've pretty sheets to keep you warm 
And pillows for your heads. 
(Tycoons are oblivious of the Spider) 
M O N E Y P O C K E T S (Turning back to Greenhat): A r e you 
sleepy? 
G R E E N H A T : No, but I would like some more champagne. 
(Moneypockets pulls out the champagne bottle and fills their 
glasses) 
G R E E N H A T : Got a light? 
M O N E Y P O C K E T S : Surely. (Lights cigar) 
SPIDER (Hangs from Web and rasps down at the Plaid 
Tycoons): 
Dear friends within my pantry 
I'm sure you'll welcome be 
I have a store of all that's nice 
Come have a drink with me. 
M O N E Y P O C K E T S : Did you say something? 
G R E E N H A T : No, but I think that spider up there did. 
(They face each other incredulously, then turn together and 
face the Spider. Spider leaps down towards them, snarling. 
Moneypockets throws the glowing disc at Spider which 
explodes into a screen of smoke. Lights fade.) 
C U R T A I N S 
SCENE 3 
In a huge chamber lit by forge fires, dwarves feast and make 
merry at a great table. A n old man wearing a bright red 
sweatshirt bearing the words Intellectual Santa Claws sits at 
the head of the table with the dwarves. They are singing and 
toasting and beat time to the tune with their mugs on the table 
top. 
Speculation 
Rap your jaws 
Intellectual Santa Claws 
What's the answer 
Don't you know 
Spin your top 
And off you go. 
(The Plaid Tycoons enter, staring about themselves, as they 
approach the great table. Intellectual Santa Claws stands up 
and begins to laugh. The dwarves disappear into darkness.) 
M O N E Y P O C K E T S : Look! I t ' s Intellectual Santa Claws. 
(The old man rolls with uncontrollable laughter. Greenhat 
grabs his arm and pulls him to his feet.) 
G R E E N H A T : See here. Claws, tell us where we are. 
(The old man only laughs harder) 
G R E E N H A T : I think he's laughing at us. 
CLAWS (Stops laughing and j e rks his arm away. He walks to a 
large bag and reaches inside bringing forth a tiny ship bearing 
upon its mast an emerald of near blinding light): I won't tell 
you where you are, but 1 do have something for your voyage. 
(Claws knits his brow and speaks more seriously) 
Take this Emerald Ship (hands it to Moneypockets) and put 
it into a stream of Eye-Embracing Amber. I t wil l instantly grow 
large enough to carry you Plaid Tycoons (pauses). . .to where 
you are. 
(Claws exits roaring with laughter. The Plaid Tycoons stand 
holding the Ship. A s the Plaid Tycoons examine the Ship the 
background fades to darkness and they are engulfed in brilliant 
green light.) 
C U R T A I N S 
S C E N E 4 
Again at the Spider's Web. 
The Plaid Tycoons walk through a dark corridor. Moneypockets 
holds the Emerald Ship lighting their way. The Spider's Web is 
illuminated but the Spider is nowhere to be seen. Instead, a 
white bundle is trapped in the Web. I t is a lump about the size 
of the Whirr ing Constant Bug. A muffled, whirring sound can 
be heard from within. 
M O N E Y P O C K E T S (Puts hand to ear and turns toward the 
bundle): What's that noise? 
G R E E N H A T : What noise? 
M O N E Y P O C K E T S : That whirr ing noise. 
M O N E Y P O C K E T S and G R E E N H A T (Suddenly frightened): 
The Spider!! 
(They drop what they are carrying and leap into one another's 
arms for protection.) 
G R E E N H A T (Releasing himself from embrace): That 's no 
spider, you fool, I can see it. I t ' s something trapped in the 
Spider's Web. 
M O N E Y P O C K E T S (Pulls out champagne bottle and pours): 
Oh, yeah. 
(Unexpectedly a brilliant golden egg rolls out of the bundle, 
dropping into the arms of Greenhat. I t is an immense egg.) 
G R E E N H A T : I think I 've just become a mother. 
M O N E Y P O C K E T S : Here, have a cigar. (Sticks one in his 
mouth) 
(Spider swings suddenly into view, pendulating overhead, and 
snarling. Plaid Tycoons scamper up corridor to escape, tripping 
with their burdens, screaming insults at one another. 
S P I D E R (Rasping): Come back, my friends, come back. 
(Lights fade on swinging Spider) 
C U R T A I N S 
S C E N E 5 
Outside the cave entrance at the foot of the mountain the Plaid 
Tycoons are sitting on a rock. Moneypockets is sailing the 
Emerald Ship in the air, and Greenhat is hugging the golden 
egg tightly to his body. (Flash: Children of the Roses appear 
holding hands turning in a circle) 
C H I L D R E N : 
R ing around the Roses 
Pocket full of Posies 
Upstairs , downstairs 
Squat! 
(The Plaid Tycoons see the Children, look at one another, and 
look back at the Children. Children vanish. Scrambling to 
where they had seen the Children, the Tycoons find only 
scattered roses.) 
G R E E N H A T (Bends to pick up a rose. Holds it up to inspect it) : 
Huh, just roses. (Shakes head) J u s t a bunch of roses. 
M O N E Y P O C K E T S (Pours himself a glass of champagne. Bends 
down to pick up a rose and fits it into his lapel) 
(Greenhat flings away his rose into a nearby stream and 
watches it float momentarily. Suddenly he realizes he has 
thrown it into a stream of Eye-Embrac ing Amber) 
G R E E N H A T : Give me the ship! 
M O N E Y P O C K E T S (Worriedly): Why do you want it? 
G R E E N H A T : You want to find out where we are don't you? 
Wel l , there's the stream. 
M O N E Y P O C K E T S : Now just a minute. There's a fine emerald 
on this ship and you've got the golden egg. How do I know that 
HONORABLE MENTION: POETRY 
Susan French 
Between The B a r s 
Y a r d nurses, camouflaged among the shrubbery 
Stood visional guard of the fountain 
Whose gush teased 
E v e n the more respectable ones who 
B y merit of "good" behavior, had 
Earned the so-called yard privilege, 
While inside a wiser one watched 
A bird fly onto the sill where 
J u s t beyond, its nest anchored itself 
To the ledge fearless (by virtue of having 
Come to this same sill year 
After year) of those clear blue eyes 
Which belonged to one 
Whose hope lay in the return of this most 
Seasonal of friends who by choice 
Chose to live, not inside or out. 
But between the bars. 
you won't take the ship and the golden egg and leave me here 
with nothing? 
G R E E N H A T : Wel l , take the emerald off then. I t ' s yours. 
(Moneypockets takes emerald off mast and sticks it in a bag. He 
gives the Ship to Greenhat, who puts it into the stream of 
Eye-Embrac ing Amber. A great bubbling is heard and the Ship 
sinks. They puff cigars, watching it go down. They walk back to 
the rock. Greenhat sits down and looks at the golden egg.) 
G R E E N H A T : I 'm getting hungry. 
M O N E Y P O C K E T S (Caressing his emerald): Me too. (He pulls 
out champagne bottle) 
(Greenhat begins to peel a thick golden tinsel from the egg) 
M O N E Y P O C K E T S : Care for a drink? 
F A D E 
Untitled 
Reba Peck 
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Faux Pas 
You charged short shuffle 
Into the room (like a daughter of Confucius) 
Where, unknowingly, you unbound 
Your hideous deformity 
To their jewel-bedecked lens provoking 
Lacy napkins lining fat laps and 
Lapping their tea 
To leap 
maniacally 
To the mirrored floor 
Offering to all who dared, 
A place elsewhere to look 
But at you. 
Silhouette 
Her high lay stil l 
A s the distant-near voice of the party 
Closed in and out 
Vibrating the vacuum that shielded her 
From his Procrustean stickiness 
Thinking only 
That "music makes flowers grow" and 
Watching the ivy 
Lattice-work the shaded lamp 
Painted blue upon the wall . 
Upstairs 
Air caught his caustic breath cold 
Holding until he could unleash it 
Into her, into the space she 
Warmed with her self opening, stroking 
Taking, then leaving for one who 
Offered more than a swelled 
Protrusion into her psyche; to one who 
Warmed the air for her. 
SECOND PLACE : SHORT STORY 
The Joke's on You 
by Whitney Thomas Dooley 
I t was a fine Wednesday to take off from the office at noon 
and get in eighteen holes. Sam Minor was very nearly drunk 
with the pleasure of an unexpected holiday as he stood on the 
first tee with his foursome. Hal and Wilbur both teed up and 
drove their usual 200 to 225 yards straight down the middle. 
Sam's sense of well being was heightened by the indication that 
everyone was going to play well enough to genuinely enjoy the 
afternoon. He stood, gently swaying back and forth from the 
balls of his feet to his heels and gloried in the crisp sweetness of 
the new Spring air. The sunlight had that shinynew penny 
quality that comes only on those fresh days of early spring 
when winter's passing has left the air cool enough to be 
invigorating. Enjoying the weather too, jays and robins flew 
about the pines that bordered the fairway and added their 
excited voices to the idyllic picture that Sam was enjoying. 
Sam's meditations were broken by Charlie Lake , his next door 
neighbor. 
"Hey , Sam, old buddy, let's get this show on the road. What 
do you say? Here, lemme tee you up. T r y out this new ball 
Tit leist just came out with. I 'm sold on 'em and you wil l be too 
when you hit it . Here it is, Sam, step up and stroke it down the 
fairway." 
Dur ing his spiel, Charlie had bent over, his back to Sam. 
Now he turned and faced him, grinning broadly. Midway 
between the blue markers was a brilliant white golf ball sitting 
snugly atop a red tee. A nagging doubt began to grow in the 
back of Sam's mind but as it was such a beautiful day, and he 
felt so good, he shoved it back and let it stay there. 
"New ball from Titleist , eh? Well, I ' l l just powder it a good 
one and see how it does." 
Charl ie kept grinning, Sam addressed the ball, set his mind, 
began a smooth backswing, then came through with all the 
force his six foot frame could muster. The clubhead cut through 
the air in a mighty arc, connected with the ball and stopped 
dead. Charlie's new Tit leist ball was cast iron securely welded 
to a two feet steel tee. A sledge hammer couldn't have moved it. 
Charlie was now openly laughing. 
" G - G G O D D A M N I T C H - C H - C H A R L I E ! " Sam chattered as 
his frame vibrated. " I S H - S H O U L D ' V E K N O - K N O W N ! " 
Charlie was now convulsed with laughter, rolling about on 
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the tee like a spastic fetus. After his teeth quit chattering, Sam 
made no more mention of Charlie's practical joke. He was too 
good natured to allow bad humor on his part spoil everyone's 
game. But he played atrociously and had a miserable time 
despite the lovely weather. 
Sam and Charlie lived opposite one another in the 
Edgewood subdivision. Both held management positions in 
nearby Atlanta. Both enjoyed the usual trappings of middle 
class American life: two cars, color televisions, and vacations in 
Florida. I n keeping with his bourgeois existence, Sam had the 
common avocations. He was a tolerable golfer and belonged to 
the nearby Si lver Pines Country Club. Once or twice a year he'd 
pack up his shotgun and do some deer hunting. 
Charlie belonged to the Si lver Pines too, but past that his 
hobbies deviated considerably from the norm. Unlike most men 
who devoted their spare time to sports or stamps or even the 
fine art of relaxing, Charlie had spent most of his leisure time 
since his sixteenth birthday perfecting the art (if it can be called 
that) of the practical joke. I n a spare room dubbed his 
"workshop", he had the most extensive private collection of 
practical joke paraphernalia in the Southeast. On shelves that 
lined the room and in various labeled drawers, he kept a variety 
of ready made jokes. There were: electric buzzers; false 
doorbells that stung anyone trusting enough to press them; 
pooh-pooh cushions; plastic ice cubes with all sorts of unsavory 
creatures embedded in them; pounds of rubber hors d'euvres; a 
veritable pantry of plastic foodstuffs, from olives to 
hamburgers; and a collection of semi-poisonous gum and candy. 
He had more substances to discolor, burn, and putrify the 
human mouth than could have been found in an Elizabethan 
apothecary. But this was small time stuff to Charlie. He 
preferred to construct his pranks from scratch, according to an 
elaborate plot. Often the punch line of one of Charlie's 
escapades wouldn't come until a week after he'd begun it. 
Besides no one who knew him would touch any refreshments at 
a party he attended. Nor would anyone, under any 
circumstances, r ing his doorbell. 
L i k e any addicted practical joker, Charlie was totally 
insensible as to how far he could push his victims. He simply 
could not see the distinction between harmless fun and open 
harassment. Thus, he collected many black eyes and the lasting 
enmity of most of his neighbors. He had changed subdivisions 
twice because of petitions drawn by irate neighbors who failed 
to see the humor in his endless pranks. I t wasn't really the 
neighbors who made him move, although they did provide a 
plausible excuse. Charlie was looking for someone, a person 
that all practical jokers look for even though they may not be 
aware of it . For the obsessed practical joker is a parasite 
looking for a host - the host being a good natured soul who wil l 
bear the pranks without punching the jokester out. 
Edgewood had at first seemed like the other places he had 
lived. The man two doors down had not been impressed by the 
playmate playing cards with his wife's face superimposed on 
the nude. He'd nearly killed Charlie at Sam's poker game. The 
folks on either side of his house hadn't thought much of their 
pink lawns either. But with Sam, Charlie knew he'd found a 
home. Sam bore Charlie's pranks with the patience of Job. 
Week after week, Charlie pulled prank after prank. Sam would 
grit his teeth, compose himself, and t ry to pretend it was 
nothing. Sam had a precise sense of social order. He believed 
men should mold their lives around a code that best helped 
them survive in the environment they found themselves in. 
Thus, as a member of a complex and populous civilization, 
violent reactions were deplorable to him. He was determined 
not to lower himself to the level of a primitive culture by caving 
Charlie's face in. 
Good things don't last forever, as Charlie found out after 
he'd been living across the street from Sam about a year. He 
had done so many things to Minor's car that when it wouldn't 
start, Sam simply walked across the street and asked what was 
wrong with it without even raising the hood. Weird creatures 
on the lawn and ugly things inside ice cubes no longer received 
even a raised eyebrow in the Minor household. Sam and his 
family had developed an immunity to practical jokes. Now, just 
as a practical joker must have a victim, he must, above all , have 
a reaction from the victim. The Minors' growing apathy 
towards his jokes began to prey on Charlie's mind. He became 
subject to periods of deep depression and would occasionally 
drift off into deep thought in the middle of a conversation. He 
totally abandoned his conventional ready made pranks and 
began to work on more elaborate plots. But even then he 
continued to receive the same indifferent response from the 
Minors. Hel l , they hadn't even fallen for the fake newspaper 
he'd had printed up that named Sam as the principal suspect in 
a bank robbery. The damn thing had cost fifty bucks, too. Soon 
his preoccupation with devising a practical joke that would 
shake up the Minors began to occupy most of his waking hours. 
E v e n when he was fulfilling his duties as vice-president of an 
advertising firm, his thoughts were seldom diverted from his 
hobby by business. 
He was musing about his problem one Monday morning as 
he was in conference with a prospective client, Mr. Thurwood 
Brown, president of the Atomic Sound Corporation. Atomic 
Sound was a new company that manufactured sound and 
lighting systems for touring rock and roll bands. Brown was an 
energetic young executive who intended to move his firm into 
prominence in a field already dominated by major companies. 
Such ambition was not impressed with Charlie's dreamlike 
lethargy. 
Brown cleared his throat irritably, "Now, as I was saying, 
Mr. Lake , my firm needs nothing less than an explosive sales 
campaign, something that wi l l create interest in professional 
circles as well as be fresh enough to be considered hip by music 
fans. Mr. Lake , are you listening? Mr. L a k e ? " 
"Huh , whaa—oh yes, yes, Mr. Brown. Now where were we?" 
Brown's mouth became a hard line. " I need a dynamic sales 
approach but I suppose I ' l l have to look elsewhere for i t , " he 
said, rising. 
"Oh no, Mr. Brown. Please, wait just a moment. I must 
apologize for my inattention. I 've been plagued by personal 
problems lately, but please give me a few moments and I 'm sure 
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we can come up with something suitable." Charlie flashed his 
most winning smile and pulled a legal pad from his desk drawer. 
Brown sat back with a slightly resigned air and resumed his 
dialogue. Lake began idly scrawling the word "atomic" on his 
pad as he made a half-hearted attempt to pay attention to his 
client's needs. Brown's voice soon rose to the top of the room 
and remained there as a disconsolate buzz that lacked the force 
to make itself heard. Charlie was drawing a mushroom cloud 
when a flash of inspiration brighter than the originator of that 
cloud struck him. 
"I 've got it, I 've got it, I 've got i t ! " Charlie screamed leaping 
up from his chair and dancing wildly around the room. 
Brown stared at him in slack-jawed amazement. "What the 
hell is wrong with you?" he blurted out. "Whatever it is 1 hope 
it's not catching", he added. 
"Oh no, Mr. Brown, you misunderstand. I 've got the solution 
to my-uhh your problem." 
"Are you going to sit down and tell me about it or should I 
put on a sweat suit so I can jog around the room with you?" 
Brown replied dryly. 
"Terribly sorry about that little outburst, Mr. Brown, but I 
was just caught up in the elation of a moment of creativity. I 
believe I have an idea that wi l l net you a million dollars worth of 
free publicity, as well as estabUsh the name of your equipment 
as the most effective sound reproduction gear in the world." 
Brown was interested. 
"What I propose is to use your equipment to simulate an 
atomic bomb blast complete with the flash of a fireball provided 
by one of your light sets, a hot blast of wind, and the 
thunderous roar provided by your fabulous sound gear." 
Brown was not interested. 
"Hear me out, Mr. Brown, this wi l l not be so trite a project 
as to call a press conference and say look how our equ pment 
can imitate and project sound. No, no, no, we are going to be 
subtle, artful in this enterprise. Unannounced, we are going to 
convince a group of people - say the residents of a fairly 
secluded subdivision or apartment complex - that a nuclear 
attack has occurred not more than fifty miles away. Think of 
the headlines! Sober, upright, responsible citizens fooled. Their 
testimony to the press wi l l be a monumental tribute to the 
efficiency of your equipment. Think of the slogans and jingles 
we can milk out of one publicity stunt, things like "Atomic 
Sound"; " P . A . with the force of the Atom"; or "Atomic Bomb 
powerful - Atomic Sound". Whv, this wi l l be the greatest coup 
in the history of advertising.' 
Brown wavered. Sensing indecision, Charlie pressed on. His 
winning smile, obvious enthusiasm, and the expertise of twenty 
years as a master salesman brought Brown around to Charlie's 
point of view. L a k e had not achieved his position as 
vice-president by luck. He knew how to sell an idea. Brown left 
a signed contract with Charlie and took away a feeling of 
confidence that his products would soon rule the rock and roll 
market. 
After ushering Brown out, Charlie sat down and punched 
his desk intercom. "Miss Smitherson, please send a memo to all 
members of this department. There wi l l be a staff meeting at 
10:00 A .M. tomorrow in the conference room." 
Then he leaned back and chuckled in a self satisfied way, 
"Now, we'll see how nonchalant that damn Minor is about this ." 
Charlie made a grand entrance to the conference room the 
next day. He carried his master plan in the form of a 
developer's map of the Edgewood subdivision and a legal pad 
full of notes. William Holden never conducted a better briefing 
session in any of his war pictures. Charlie tacked up the map, 
faced his troops and said, "Gentlemen, this is our target. I n two 
weeks we wil l convince the residents of this subdivision that a 
nuclear war has occurred, using equipment provided by our 
new account, The Atomic Sound Corp. I t wi l l certainly be 
starting an ad campaign with a bang, don't you think?" 
There was a stunned silence in the room so Charlie 
continued, "Campbell and Williams, your part of this operation 
is to compile information about the physical characteristics of 
atomic explosions. You wil l then write and have printed a 
booklet that supposedly advertises fallout shelters. The booklet 
must begin witn as vivid a description of a nuclear blast as you 
can manage. Then you are to enter the target area posing as 
salesmen and see that every household gets a booklet as well as 
a verbal description of an explosion from you. I don't want our 
stunt ruined because these people might not know what a far 
off nuclear explosion looks l ike." 
"Alexander, finding some shortwave transmitting gear that 
wil l override all the radios and televisions in the area is your 
job. And work up an imitation of a disc jockey who's just 
realized the world has ended and is talking about it . What you 
say on the air wi l l be the clincher of this stunt." 
"Shiffman and Thompson, your task wil l be to assemble the 
equipment provided by Mr. Brown in such a way as to 
accurately simulate a nuclear explosion at a distance of fifty 
miles from the target area. You'l l have to locate some 
Hollywood wind machines in addition to the Atomic Sound 
stuff, since the shock wave of a nuclear blast is characterized by 
a strong wind as well as a lot of noise." 
"Eason, your job is to make a detailed study of the 
topography of the target area and determine the best place for 
the equipment to be set up. Davis , you wil l be the immediate 
coordinator of this project, reporting directly to me. A s the 
success of this plan relies on secrecy let me assure you that if 
word of this leaks out beforehand, I shall have all of your jobs. 
That is all , gentlemen. Good luck." 
The next two weeks were a flurry of activity in Charlie's 
department as his men performed their tasks with quiet 
efficiency. D-day arrived and everything was in readiness. The 
people of Edgewood knew what a nuclear explosion looked like, 
as Campbell and Williams had done their work the day before. 
Disguised as a construction crew, Charlie and his men brought 
in two trailor trucks of equipment and set it up on a ridge that 
ran along southwest border of Edgewood. Charlie watched his 
men set up the gear, then synchronized his watch with theirs, 
and went down to his house so that he could enjoy Sam Minor's 
reaction to the fullest. 
I t was a pleasant summer's evening and lots of people were 
sitting in lawn chairs in their yards. Children were playing up 
and down the street, enjoying the last light of dusk that is so 
perfect for hide and seek games. Charlie chain-smoked 
cigarettes as he peeked out his window and watched the Minors 
sitting on their front steps. J u s t as the last light faded away 
into a clear starry night and the Minors rose to go into their 
house, Charlie's men went into action. A blinding flash of light 
that grew brighter and brighter, almost to the limit of human 
endurance, froze them in their tracks. I t subsided to a dull red 
glow on the horizon. Then the wind and sound came, an 
ear-splitting wall of sound and air. 
Charlie became nearly hysterical as he watched Sam try to 
cover his wife and child with his body. He watched Sam rush 
them into the house and turned his attention to the radio to 
hear Alexander's imitation of a panic-stricken disc jockey. After 
ten or fifteen minutes he decided to go across the street to see 
the Minors' reaction first hand. J u s t as he started for the door, 
the bell rang. I t was Sam, ashen faced and obviously in a state 
of shock. 
"Don't say anything, Charlie." he said as he came in. Charlie 
bit his tongue to keep from laughing and tried to look serious as 
he listened. "You realize what's happened, don't you, Charlie? 
I t ' s the end of the old world and the beginning of a new. We 
who've survived have a great responsibility to this planet. 
What we do now wil l determine if our species wil l survive and 
what sort of world we wi l l live in. We dare not make a mistake 
or this bloody thing wi l l happen again. You see, we have to 
choose the sort of man who wi l l help build a new, clean society. 
We can't allow a bad apple to send us back down the road we 
came on. I 'm sorry, Charlie, but our new society can't afford 
someone like you. We've got to have useful, mature people, and 
you just don't measure up. I don't like what I 've got to do, but 
it's my duty to our race." 
CharHe managed to get out "Wait a minute" before three 
slugs from Sam's 38 snub nose cut him off for good. 
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A SHORT FANTASY 
The Circular Screen [for Debbie] 
by Edward Garner 
Brazil nut a capella F r a n k y sti l l I can't figure whats buggin you 
- 1 don't know she said it like a dream floats over my head and I 
could not bring myself to believe she was really mine once not 
too many years ago I thought she looked like Gina LoUabrigida 
in that Rock Hudson film where she threw a high heeled shoe at 
me an I ducked into her closet waiting to ambush her when she 
walked into the room I snuck up behind and kissed her neck was 
so soft perfume filled my head W O W her body felt divine 
pressed to me but it wasn't my fault she got lost instead I heard 
the wind just howl when I opened that door clouds flew 
overhead a star looked orange like Venus sometimes when I 
can't sleep a late show does the trick. 
"Good evening. Welcome to the Circular Screen." 
The movies on the Circular Screen spin slowly until they 
dissipate into a twisting mass of color. Suddenly - through an 
instantaneous flash - a single picture emerges to fill the entire 
face of the screen. 
Throwing his cape back over his shoulders, a masked man 
kneels to open a vault. He finishes the combination and a 
piercing siren screams. Hideous people channel into the room. 
A robot, whose half head is paired with a flashing yellow light, 
stalks mechanically forward. The masked man reels to escape. 
The robot comes closer. His flashing head grows larger. The 
yellow light is blinding. The robot's head fills the screen and 
explodes - shattering into fragments which dissolve and become 
space - stars - a universe. 
(Words appear upon the starlit face of the screen) 
Milky Way Productions Presents: 
An Evening With Wil l iam Shakespeare 
"Well, here we are at stageside. A l l the critics in the Western 
World have gathered here tonight for this truly great moment 
in literary history, as Will iam Shakespeare has agreed to 
answer a few questions. Hopefully, a great many controversies 
will be resolved that have badgered critics for literally 
centuries. You can feel the intensity. And now Will iam 
Shakespeare is stepping out of the time machine! J u s t listen to 
that applause! He's walking to the beautiful throne at stage 
center, and every bit a king, he raises his arms to quieten this 
enthused crowd!" 
C R I T I C : Mr. Shakespeare - On behalf of Critics Association 
World Wide - Welcome. 
S H A K E S P E A R E : Thou sayest well . 
"Shakespeare reaches into his pocket, brings out a bell, and sits 
down upon the throne. He seems delighted. The critics are 
quarreling over the validity of a question but now they have 
arrived at a decision." 
C R I T I C : Mr. Shakespeare, why did you give your wife your 
second best bed? 
(Shakespeare laughs and rings his bell.) 
S H A K E S P E A R E : Have more than thou showest. 
Speak less than thou knowest, 
Lend less than thou owest. 
Ride more than thou goest, 
L e a r n more than thou trowest; 
Set less than thou thowest, 
Leave thy drink and thy whore. 
And keep in-a-door, 
A n d thou shalt have more, 
Than two tens to a score. 
"Severa l groups of critics are engaged in a shouting battle and 
some of the others are attempting to calm them down. You can 
really tell that these critics are up in the air. And now they're 
ready with another question." 
C R I T I C : Mr. Shakespeare, who was the dark lady of the 
sonnets? 
S H A K E S P E A R E : Love's not love when it is mingled with 
regards that stand aloof from the entire point. 
(Shakespeare rings his bell and laughs.) 
" A fight is breaking out in the audience and, oh boy, it 's a dandy 
one! There 's a right to the body - a left to the jaw - a right cross 
connects with the eye - he counters with a left to the forehead -
they clinch and now they're being pulled apart! This is really 
exciting!! And here we go with another question." 
C R I T I C : Mr. Shakespeare, are you homosexual? 
"Shakespeare is laughing so hard he's practically falling off his 
throne. He pulls himself together and - No! This can't be! 
Shakespeare has just dropped trow and he's mooning the 
audience!" 
S H A K E S P E A R E : Nature's above art in that respect. There's 
your press money. That fellow handles his bow like a crow 
keeper: draw me a clothier's yard. Look, look, a mouse! Peace, 
peace, this piece of toasted cheese wil l do ' t . Where's my 
gauntlet; I ' l l prove it on a giant. Br ing up the brown bills. 0 , 
well flown bird! i ' the clout:i' the clout:hewgh! 
"What a marvelous piece of acting and just listen to that 
applause. Shakespeare is ringing his bell. The critics are ready 
with another question." 
C R I T I C : Mr. Shakespeare, did you write your own plays? 
S H A K E S P E A R E : What a piece of work is man! How noble in 
reason! How infinite in faculty! The paragon of animals! And yet 
to me, what is this quintessence of dust? I could a tale unfold 
whose lightest word would harrow up thy soul, freeze thy 
young blood, make thy two eyes start from their spheres, thy 
knotted and combined locks to part and each particular hair to 
stand on end: But this eternal blazon must not be to ears of 
flesh and blood. 
"Pandemonium has broken out! There's a rumble off stage left! 
Shakespeare is getting a big kick out of this! He's ringing his 
bell and laughing! Wait - hold everything - Shakespeare is 
fading! He's disappearing on stage! This is no trick! Someone is 
shouting a question!" 
Wait Mr. Shakespeare! Did you really poach deer 
The Circular Screen focuses on the screen as Shakespeare 
vanishes. I t is only a wooden chair. Voices speak in the 
background. The screen backs away from the wooden chair 
revealing a courtroom. 
"Superman wi l l rise and approach the bench." 
Yes - in today's world - even for the man of steel - one must 
pay for his crimes against society. 
The day before. Superman had been making his rounds in 
fair Metropolitis, when suddenly - "Great Krypton! That train is 
derailing!!" 
But as the man of steel was about to prevent the train from 
crashing into the r iver - "Oh no!! - A Russian missile headed for 
the center of Metropolitis. I must divert it or everyone wi l l die." 
But as Superman streaked towards the missile, it burned itself 
out. Returning to the site of the derailed train, an innocent 
bystander was talking to a policeman. 
"That ' s right officer, I watched Superman let the train crash 
into the r iver . He just flew away. Superman, you are a dirty 
beast." 
" B u t . . .but." 
The officer slapped handcuffs on Superman. "No buts about 
it Superpig, I got plenty of witnesses to haul you in, you 
murderer." 
" B u t officer!" 
"Shut up Superjerk, I always did figure you for a louse." 
And as Superman stood in front of the bench. . . 
" I - I guess that officer was right. I am responsible for the 
lives of all those people on that train . " 
The Judge read the verdict. 
"Superman, I sentence you to death." 
Suddenly! - from a secret door in front of the judge's bench a 
great ball of Kryptonite rolled out and landed on Superman. A s 
the man of steel lay gasping in the courtroom the judge ar.d 
spectators surrounded him. Superman peered up at the judge 
who pulled off a mask. 
"That ' s right Superdummy - it 's your old pal - L e x . And this 
time you're finished!" 
" B u t - gasp - gasp - what about the train - gasp." 
" H a Ha Ha - you oaf - that train was just a dummy. Nobody 
was on it . But you couldn't see because that phony missile you 
chased down burned red Kryptonite for fuel and you lost your 
X - ray vision!" 
A s the man of steel lies gasping with a ball of green 
Kryptonite on his chest, the Circular Screen zooms in on L e x 
Luther ' s Timex. 5:15. 
The screen backs away from the watch. Methuselah lowered 
his wr is t and gazed into the setting sun. 
The sky was streaked with Cirrus clouds whose spiraling 
filaments sailed delicately overhead. Today Methuselah would 
watch Cirrus invading the sky and he hoped this would be the 
sunset beyond all others; beyond all doubt. " I t is so confusing," 
he mused, "each second the sunset changes. I f I turn away for 
only a moment I may miss what I have been looking for." 
The sun set upon the horizon and Methuselah checked his 
equipment. E v e r y t h i n g was functioning perfectly. Pink spirals 
twisted in the blue and purple ships sailed in the distance. 
Methuselah remembered a Cirrus set he had seen years before 
and the memory brought him near tears as he recalled the 
spirals appearing as Mother Mary in flowing robes of angels' 
hair and the pink pastel colors had soothed him nearly into a 
trance. He recalled once upon a r iver 's bank he watched the 
water turn to pools of precious gems and the r iver streaked in 
blankets of sparkling orange and blue that reminded him of a 
sunfish belly and there were pools of emerald green splashed 
with amethyst and where the r iver meandered were ribbons of 
orange and green and pink. Overhead the sky was masked in 
spirals. Methuselah wondered, had he made the right choice in 
coming here? "Perhaps tomorrow," he thought, " I wi l l see 
Cumulus in cluster." 
Hovering lower than the other clouds, a purple lizard lashed 
its tongue across the sky. Methuselah thought, "Surely I have 
never seen a cloud such as this." And as he marveled, he was 
taken by the lashing tongue into the mouth of the lizard-and he 
disappeared. 
The lizard spins slowly on the Circular Screen and dissipates 
into a twisting mass of color. 
The Circular Screen hopes you enjoyed the show. Goodnight. 
Goodnight I told her in my sleep she loves me like we used to 
park behind the boyscout camp she brought a different 
nightgown each time we made love I got a bobby-pin collection 
sti l l . 
Speechless 
by M a r y Diggers 
The beauty of a brilliant red sunset 
Peaceful, fulfilling, overwhelming 
A walk in nature untouched 
Drowning your being 
The serenity of a field of flowers 
Reflecting the brilliance of the sun 
The mind at complete stop 
Floating the body away 
Your spirit soaring in air 
Free of all bonds to ground 
Clouds performing magical plays 
Changing players by winds 
Freedom moving through the forest 
Silent as falling snow 
The limbs of trees hypnotizing 
The soul of the watcher 
A n innocent fawn, wobbly 
Protected by the grass 
A song from a feathered body 
The world stops to listen 
Indescribable loveliness as 
The sun gently awakes its children 
Savage, gentle; low, loud; movement, stillness; 
Sound, silence; Li fe , Death. 
J a n e flrmstrong 
Night Games 
by Freida G. Mclntyre 
In a Box Marked Fragile 
by Dian Conley 
It arrived in a box marked "fragile" 
Addressed to you. 
Sent as a reward, for nothing in particular. 
With no forwarding address. 
Your sight being poor 
You somehow missed the "fragile" marking, 
And tossed it about to see how sturdy it was. 
Barely catching it just in time. 
Involved in other things 
You soon forgot to make the installment payments. 
Confused, you can't understand why my heart is recuperating 
In someone else's world. 
Quietly, softly, translucently, silkily, 
the sun awakens 
and shoos the moon 
out the dawny door 
saying -
I can do it 
don't ne'er come back -
'tis all of mine! 
Yet, the selfish orb of nighten light 
returns -
plays "guess who" with the 
golden sun -
and while the blindfolded sun 
cannot see -
Runs around to take 
his-her place 
and smiles -
meditates -
rests -
orbits -
shines on, 
shines on. 
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HONORABLE MENTION: SHORT S T O R Y 
The Old M a n 
by Bill Cunningham 
The stillness of the morning lay on the grass. The buildings, 
cold, gray and lifeless, stood silently with their heads towering 
into the morning sky. The clouds, looking like whiffs of smoke, 
meandered effortlessly in the chilly breeze. The stars were stil l 
visible as the first rays of dawn shot out from the horizon. But 
as time passed, they gradually lost their brilliance. Mars, the 
morning and evening star, faded away into the vast expanses of 
outer space. The bleakness of the sky grew to an array of 
purples, oranges, reds, and yellows. Sea gulls, pigeons, robins, 
and sparrows, signalled by the coming dawn, came out of their 
evening resting places and filled the sky. The awesome 
splendor of the beginning of another day took place. 
The chilly breeze stiffened and for the first time the 
buildings began to show signs of life. Women began to converge 
on their terraces to retrieve their washing hung on makeshift 
clotheslines. The clouds hurried by, making no sound as they 
passed. The steady clip-clap of the milkman's horse could be 
heard as his hooves struck the cobblestones on the street 
below. The smell of frying bacon was everywhere. The day had 
begun. 
The morning lengthened as the sun grew higher, casting 
shadows on the earth. The birds, circling above the harbor 
looking for food, began to fly east in search of a cooler place to 
pass the day. They massed and swung over the buildings into 
the dense interior of Central Park , a vast expanse of trees and 
open grass located in the middle of New York City. I t is here 
that people and birds alike come and spend a quiet day resting. 
The park is surrounded by a wide row of trees of all sizes and 
shapes. Under these trees runs a sidewalk around the 
perimeter of the park bordered by benches of rotting and 
decaying wood. The wind caught up and flung a piece of 
newspaper against the base of a rusting lamppole and it is here 
that Mr. Fitzgerald slept. 
Mr. Fitzgerald was seventy-five if he was a day. His face and 
neck were lined with deep furrows that showed many hours of 
hard work in the sun. His hands, hard and calloused, were 
tucked underneath his head forming a pillow. He had a small 
frame with skinny shoulders. His features were rough and 
rugged, but the thing that everyone said didn't fit his rugged 
appearance were his eyes. They were a soft and youthful 
looking blue said to sparkle in the sunlight. His legs were drawn 
up in a crouch and he covered himself with a tattered overcoat. 
His shoes were torn and ragged, in keeping with the rest of his 
appearance. He breathed slowly and deeply. His face was 
covered with a calm, serene look. He was sleeping, dreaming of 
his home in Ireland. His mind wandered out over the green 
expanses of his land. The wind caught the tall grass and swayed 
it like waves on the ocean. He looked out over his fields and 
thought of his good crop that would help his family survive the 
coming winter. He dreamt of his family and his son that he 
loved beyond words. T h i s son of his would carry on his name 
and look after his fields. He felt proud. His face changed from a 
calm look to a slightly scared expression. He drew himself up 
more and pulled the overcoat over his face and neck. He tried 
not to think about the famine that had taken everything from 
him, forcing him to come to America. Here he could not find 
work and everyone was indifferent to him and his problems. He 
also lived with the fear of being killed, here in this big city 
where everyone is alone and afraid. Slowly he rolled over, 
dropping one arm off the bench as he did so. His feet hung off 
the bench while he slept with his mouth open. The wind picked 
up, flinging more newspapers against the bench and the rusted 
lightpole. 
The day grew lighter and the sky changed from the oranges 
of dawn to the yellows of midday. The sky was dotted with 
clouds that rippled by. Mr. Fitzgerald stil l lay on the bench 
sleeping soundly. The birds made their way into the park and 
around the bench that the old man was sleeping on. The big 
gulls circled overhead riding on currents of air. Slowly they 
landed around and on top of the bench where he slept. They 
cooed and strutted in the grass, pulling on an occasional worm. 
The birds were his friends. Mr. Fitzgerald rarely slept through 
the sunrise. He jerked a couple of times and then his sleep-filled 
eyes opened on the day. He raised himself up off the bench and 
rubbed his eyes with the back of his hands. He stood up from 
the bench and raised his hands high in the air, giving his body a 
good stretch. He looked around and saw the tall buildings that 
surrounded him. He saw the trees as they swayed in the wind. 
He saw the birds and he felt sorry for them. He reached into his 
ragged pockets and brought out two handfuls of seed. He 
strowed the seed along the ground and the birds came and took 
the seed. The pigeons pecked the seed with their long beaks. 
Mr. Fitzgerald looked at the sky and the rustling trees around 
him. He smiled an aged smile and leaned back on the bench. 
The shadows began to shorten as the sun climbed higher 
into the sky. The sky was dotted with gray puffs of clouds. The 
buildings glistened as an occasional ray of sunlight hit the 
window panes. The terraces were once again deserted. 
Slowly children began to come into the park. They came 
through the trees and went to the playground in the northwest 
corner of the park. A t least a hundred children assembled in the 
playground. Some were on the swings and the slides. Some 
were in the sand boxes and on the merry-go-round. But 
everyone was having a good time. The old man rose and walked 
slowly into the playground area. Abruptly the children stopped 
their activity. The swings were motionless in the silence. The 
old man eyed the group slowly. The children didn't move a 
muscle. Mr. Fitzgerald raised his hand to his coat pocket. 
Slowly he began to smile and the children raised a deafening 
cheer that echoed throughout the park. They stampeded across 
the park like a herd of buffalo. His arms were open and he fell to 
his knees. The children swarmed around him. They pulled on 
his clothing and his hair. They all laughed and shouted 
together. Tears came to the old man's eyes because these 
children were all he had left in this world. One by one, children 
moved back to their activities. Mr. Fitzgerald rose slowly, 
wiping the knees of his pants with the palm of his hand. He 
straightened himself and merged into their play. He pushed 
Bobby Thomas higher in the swing. He pushed E v e l y n faster on 
the merry-go-round. He played with the Collier twins on the 
see-saw. He helped the Negro children build a sand castle in the 
sand box. The activity continued into the afternoon. Mr. 
Fitzgerald had begun to tire around two o'clock. Since then he 
had kept a careful watch on the children. A s he looked around 
him, he thought of how lucky he was to have this many devoted 
friends. He loved children and he felt a sense of responsibility 
because he was in charge of their safety. 
Mysteriously, the birds, which had left the park at three 
o'clock, began to return to the park. The sky faded from a 
bright yellow to a bright orange. The children began to gather 
around the bench. The birds gathered around the children who 
sat on the ground. He looked down at them with a silent 
expression. He began to pass out some bird seed to the children 
and they fed them. Some of the birds ate the seed from the 
children's hands, others pecked the seed from the ground and 
sidewalk. The children had already heard the forecoming story 
hundreds of times before. They had heard him tell of his home 
and family. They had heard of how he lost them al l , but sti l l 
they sat intently as he began. 
The sky darkened and the sun had slipped down past the 
horizon. The waning light of day slipped away. The children sat 
on the grass with their heads in their hands as he finished his 
story. A s he ended, the silence of the dusk was broken by the 
noise of the children's mothers returning for their children. The 
children rose and departed. The kids returned his waves as the 
last of them disappeared into the dusk. The old man felt alone 
because the children and the birds were no longer there to 
comfort him. 
He wiped his brow with his palm. He looked slowly around 
as he thrust his hands into his pockets. He lowered his head and 
started into the middle of the park on his way home. A s he 
walked into the park, he thought about tomorrow. 
The dusk fell and the full moon broke from behind the 
clouds. The wind, which seemed to know all things at all times, 
blew through the trees. A n owl hooted in the tree beside the 
bench that Mr. Fitzgerald slept on. A l l at once a sudden shriek 
broke the silence of the night, and then all was sti l l once again. 
The moonlight cast a blue glow on three figures as they ran 
from a crumpled heap that lay on the floor of Central Park . The 
dew began to fall as the wind calmed. The grass around the 
heap turned a dark red color, then a pinkish color. The owl 
lifted itself from the tree and glided away into the night sky. 
The city was fitfully trying to sleep. 
Another morning broke on a small gathering of children. 
They stood silently staring at the empty bench. There was a 
void left by his passing and the children would no longer have 
their favorite playmate. They slowly withdrew back to the 
playground to start another day of activity. However, they 
knew it would never be the same. 
The day grew on. The children had long since returned 
home. The wind blew from nowhere to end up in eternity. The 
leaves of the trees rustled in the morning breeze. The wind 
caught up and flung a newspaper page against the silent rusted 
lamppole beside his bench, where the birds rested. 
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"Knitting" 
Ann Wilson THIRD PLACE: POETRY 
Gayle Nemeth 
I W a n t To Be A Part Of Y o u 
I want to be a part of you 
not all of you 
not consuming you 
but just a part 
- to fill your emptiness. 
I want to give you love 
not all the love due you 
but just enough 
So that your cup 
- runs over. 
Let's Emba r k On A New Voyage 
Let ' s embark on a new voyage 
my true love and I . 
Let 's pull up the anchor 
and be guided by the sky. 
Let ' s disregard the old charts 
and sail a whole new course. 
Let ' s pull our sails up higher 
the wind wil l give us force. 
Don't linger in the harbor 
it isn't safe, you know. 
The only way to really live 
is to go and sail and grow! 
It's A Glorious, Sunny A n d Beautiful Day 
Mist 
by Alice McDonald 
Mist rolls in and settles over the plains. 
The sun, slightly protruding. 
Shoots a blinding spire of light 
A n d through that stillness 
Infinite knowing hovers over the snow. 
I t ' s a glorious, sunny and beautiful day 
when at last you shake the fetters away 
when you see the light and begin to climb 
from inside the world that makes you blind 
and that tight, constricting, cocoon sort of thing 
no longer contains your beautiful wings. 
I t ' s a happy, lovely, free kind of day 
when you spread those wings to fly away 
when you face the wind and it carries you high 
any your only limit is the blue of the sky. 
F o r it's a new and holy and wonderful day 
when first a butterfly flies away! 
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HONORABLE MENTION: ESSAY 
The Experience of Chaucer 
and His Tales 
by J . Daniel Byford 
There is a point to Chaucer that we often overlook: had he 
written the Canterbury Tales yesterday it would, no doubt, be 
at the top of the Best Sellers list tomorrow. I n dismissing the 
relevant intentions of the Tales and instead pursuing the 
scholarly tidbits of information for information's sake, we run 
the risk of rendering out the matter but not the substance of 
the subject. Much of this well meaning pursuit has arisen from 
the fact that, to the general public. Middle Engl ish is a foreign 
language. Subsequently there has arisen a need to make the 
material contained in the Tales elucid and painstakingly clear. 
This process has hindered as much as helped the student in his 
attempt to understand Chaucer's intentions. Poetry itself, as it 
is viewed in the minds of all but a select minority, is essentially 
a foreign language. Considering these things it is not hard to 
understand the tremulous relevancy in which the Tales are held 
in the popular mind. Modern man, naturally accepting the 
easiest way to truth, finds the path which has traditionally been 
beaten towards Chaucer's door by no means easy to follow. 
To say one understands Chaucer completely is a subjective 
and rather pretentiously based statement. I t is much the same 
as that pretentiousness projected by Chaucer's "Host", Henry 
Bailly, who admits to be so well acquainted with literature and 
its artistically developed truths that he proclaims himself a 
judge worthy enough to decide which wi l l be the best of the 
Pilgrims' presentations. To carry the analogy somewhat 
further, one wonders if the critic's motivation is not also 
similar, for Henry too is seeking confirmation and recognition 
for cleverness from his fellow "pilgrims". For centuries 
scholarly altercation has attempted an absolute definition of 
Chaucer's artistic and philosophical notions. Articles are being 
writ ten and amassed even now to prove the validity of some 
subtle point or another. Not only thematic validity, but 
structural validity as well has been perused, ordered, revised 
and discharged continuously from Chaucer's day to the present. 
One wonders what Chaucer himself would think if he could read 
this constant banter of Chaucerian critics. About the only 
creditable point to be agreed upon is that all do recognize 
Chaucer's dramatic art istry and narrative genius. 
The intentions of his work are no less relevant today; the 
implications of his presentation of the Tales seem no less 
meaningful than they were then. E v e n allowing for the problem 
of a foreign language, Chaucer's insight into humanity is readily 
available and his ability to present the Pilgrimage as a farce on 
human experience of divine intention needs but little 
explication. 
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Chaucer wrote for the select few in a medieval society and 
we cannot expect ever to know exactly what he meant five 
hundred years later. But we can be sure that Chaucer had 
observed and reflected a bright impression of human 
experience, and that even through the great mass of years the 
implications of the Tales have not dimmed, nor become less 
relevant. That he sees all men as pilgrims on a journey is quite 
obvious. That he sees life as self-explanatory and human 
experience as a synthesis of "tales" is imminent. Through his 
dramatic technique of presentation he allows the pilgrims to 
conceal or reveal as they deem, or as their natures compel 
them. The greatest irony in the Tales seems to arise from the 
pilgrims' decisions of whether or not to reveal themselves 
openly, or attempt to hide. 
R . M . Lumiansky adequately explains the intentions of 
C h a u c e r ' s s t r u c t u r a l u n i t y . I n Of S u n d r y F o l k the 
author/scholar lays bare the implications of Chaucer's choice of 
presentation. B y unifying his Tales through choice descriptions 
in the General Prologue, reinforcing these with the echoing 
turn of events and interplay of characters in the L i n k s , and by 
the tale itself (in relation to its teller and the company), 
Chaucer unifies the Tales into a veritable "moving stage" of 
dramatic activity. He creates an artistic reflection of the 
Pilgrimage that we are all metaphorically on. One only must see 
through a veil of years and estranged Engl ish words to see why 
Chaucer can laugh at his own presentations, especially that of 
Chaucer the pilgrim. 
Lumiansky also sees three distinct operations occurring in 
this dramatic synthesis. He finds that the author either has 
presented a pilgrim by a simple relation of teller to tale, or has 
created this simple relation and added a further dramatic 
element: that of conflict of character; or Chaucer has allowed 
each teller the opportunity of revealing himself. But how 
Chaucer uses structural unity in this dramatic process is 
secondary to why he uses it. Resting on the how of it is as 
reductionist an interpretation as would be looking at the Tales 
as individual stories alone. I n the individual tales and through 
his character sketches, Chaucer touches upon dominant themes 
and questions of his day. Love, both physical and spiritual, 
courtly and common, is perhaps foremost upon many of the 
pilgrim minds. He presents both his own musings on many 
themes and those of contemporaries (e.g. Boccaccio, Boethius, 
De Meund, etc.). I n the guise of Fortune he presents variant 
notions upon the familiar argument of free wi l l versus 
preordination. He also spends much time in disputation over 
contrary ideas on marriage and female sovereignty. Other 
themes on avarice, hypocrisy and false felicity (transient 
happiness) provide dramatic variety and narrative freshness, 
but the point again seems to be that the how of unity, this time 
thematic unity, is secondary to its inherent why. Those same 
themes cannot be separated from their presenters without a 
subsequent loss of dramatic, and ultimately thematic, intention. 
What is the use of a theme if one does not have a background, a 
reflective point, for it? 
Chaucer's Tales must be heard as a single theme made up, 
composed -- brought to life! -- by all those inconstant, 
conflicting, human, variant voices. Those voices Chaucer heard 
around him; voices Chaucer rose above. 
To extol the intricacies of difference in what is real and what 
is contrived in the Tales is to belabor the point. Above all we 
should recognize the fact that Chaucer meant the Tales as a 
reflection of the world as he saw it, as one man is capable of 
seeing it . The divine spark contained within the creative 
inspiration of the Canterbury Tales is the ability to mirror the 
consciousness of man and reflect the import of his actions and 
experience back to him. Chaucer ultimately points at the total 
subjectivity of human experience. This is, possibly, the only 
objectively valid statement anyone may make. Chaucer 
witnesses all life as a Pilgrimage, a journey from the city of men 
towards the habitation of the ultimate, of God. I t is a 
destination that can never really be attained, for there, at the 
road's end, is only a grave and a "blissful", but dead, martyr . 
The pilgrim's only consolation then is the satisfaction he 
may derive from the telling of tales, both his and others. How 
each character treats the tales on the pilgrimage is essentially a 
reflection of how men treat life. That Chaucer included himself 
as a pilgrim was a stroke of necessary genius. The author is that 
part of the pilgrim which has stepped outside of the narrative 
framework and seen above the structure, the how, of the 
pilgrimage, above the subjective tales of life. He is that part 
which observes all the actions and implications of pilgrims and 
their tales. 
I t is interesting to wonder at the real reason why Chaucer 
never completed the Tales. That there was not time is too 
shallow an answer. I t is well to remember that he wrote for a 
select few, and I would venture that his writ ing was an 
avocation and primarily pleasure and enlightenment. Could it 
be he saw no real need to do so? - that he, in not finishing them, 
more truly reflected the goal of a Pilgrimage which could never 
actually reach its destination? He had set up an almost 
impossible task in the General Prologue to tell nearly one 
hundred and twenty tales. I s this not then his setting out upon a 
journey he can never reach? 
This is the subtle truth of Chaucer's artistic genius -- his own 
special genius of life: Chaucer and his Tales, when seen in good 
light, are not only themes and implications of experience, they 
are an experience. Chaucer created a beautifully structured 
farce to reflect the divine intentions of the experiential 
pilgrimage of all humanity. 
SCULPTURE RWflRD 
GRADUATE RESEARCH 
Augusta and Annabella : 
Their Influence on Byron's Poetry 
by Diane Quinton 
"He laughed at and pitied and adored and often affected to 
despise them." i Women-though contemptuous of them, Byron 
was nevertheless drawn to them. He had known many women, 
from his tempestuous mother, his ever constant half-sister 
Augusta, his learned wife, his erratic mistress Lady Caroline 
Lamb, to perhaps his most devoted mistress and friend Theresa 
Guiccioli; and his life was dominated by them. Having seen the 
capricious nature of the women in his own life, Byron became 
paradoxical about all women. His attitude varied from feeling 
that there was "something to me very softening in the presence 
of a woman-some strange influence, even if one is not in love 
with them-which I cannot at all account for"2 to believing 
women desirable as a means of pleasure but ethically and 
intellectually not to be taken seriously as "most of them have no 
character at a.\\."S He found them haughty yet humble, lacking 
in modesty yet reserved, impulsive yet calculating, and violent 
yet tender. I t must be said to Byron's credit, though, that he 
believed the basis of women's contraries and faults lay not 
necessarily in themselves but in the conditions forced upon 
them by men and the corrupt society of the times. 
With his life so interwoven with women and their vagaries, 
it is little wonder that Byron found in them and his experiences 
with them material for his poetry. One of the first women 
whose influence was felt in Byron's poetry was Augusta Leigh, 
his half-sister. The child of the Marchioness of Carmathen and 
Byron's father, "Mad J a c k " Byron, Augusta established early a 
quiet rapport with the young Byron. A s they grew in years, 
their affection for and understanding of one another grew also. 
Augusta, totally believing in Byron's abiUties as a poet and his 
intellectual superiority, was will ing to subjugate herself to him. 
Because of this overriding faith on Augusta's part, an "essential 
sympathy," which Byron had not found in his other relations 
with women, arose between them..4 Perhaps her fidelity to him 
can best be seen in the f irst stanza of Byron's poem "Stanzas to 
Augusta" : 
Though the day of my destiny's over. 
And the star of my fate hath declined. 
T h y soft heart refused to discover 
The faults which so many could find; 
Though thy soul with my grief was acquainted, 
I t shrunk not to share it with me. 
And the love which my spirit hath painted 
I t never hath found but in thee.5 
He believed there was "not a more angelic being upon earth" 
than Augusta, and such was his regard for her that he made out 
his wi l l to her and her children, instead of Lady Byron, his 
wife.ff 
The apparent result of their affection was incest and a child, 
Medora Leigh. Though some doubt that Byron and Augusta 
actually committed incest, Byron published in 1813 during the 
time of the incest a poem, "The Bride of Abydos," which 
touched upon an act of incest and the ensuing guilt. His writings 
concerning the poem would tend to support the belief that 
incest had, indeed, been committed. I n his journal on December 
6,1813, he stated that he began the poem "with my heart full of 
X X X , and my head of orientahties. . .and wrote on rapidly." / He 
had also written to E . D . Clarke, Professor of Mineralogy at 
Cambridge, that he felt compelled "to make my hero and 
heroine relatives, as you well know that none else could there 
obtain that degree of intercourse leading to genuine affection."^ 
I n "Manfred," published three years after "The Bride of 
Abydos," Byron again returned to the subject of incest, though 
not specifically stated as such. Manfred's crime, though never 
stated in the poem, is hinted at when Manfred says that he and 
Astarte were young and "loved each other as we should not 
l o v e . . . "9 Later in the poem, Manfred asks Astarte to forgive 
him, even though " i t were the deadliest sin to love as we have 
loved . . , ."10 These lines indicate that Manfred's crime was the 
same as that of Byron's- incest-and that the guilt that haunted 
Manfred is a reflection of Byron's continuing remorse over that 
episode in his own life. 
Thus it can be said that though never portrayed directly in 
any of Byron's poetry, Augusta Leigh and her involvement with 
Byron had a great effect on his poetry. 
I n 1815, shortly after the incestuous relationship with 
Augusta, Byron married Anna Isabella Milbanke. With her, his 
ambivalance toward women is seen in full force. L i k i n g women 
who talked because then they thought less, Byron found 
Annabella the "most silent woman I ever encountered."ii He 
came to hate the qualities in her he had admired-her 
cleverness, propriety, respectability, chastity, and virtuosity. 
Their disparities, with Byron raging at Annabella almost 
uncontrollably, became increasingly difficult to overcome, and 
they were separated in 1816. 
I n writ ing the first cantos of the satirical "Don J u a n " in 
1819, Byron again used his experiences as a basis for his work. 
He stated, in fact, that "almost all 'Don J u a n ' is real life either 
my own or from people I knew." 12 The women of "Don J u a n " , 
with the possible exceptions of Haidee and Aurora Raby, are 
seen in all of their pretensions, guile, and vagaries of character. 
Elizabeth Boyd believes "Don J u a n " to contain Byron's 
"explanation of the havoc wrought in his life by love affairs and 
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the ruin of his reputation."i5 
Of all the women characters in "Don J u a n " though, not one 
can have her origin traced to an actual woman with the celerity 
that Donna Inez can be traced to Lady Byron. Though he denied 
that the character of Donna Inez was ever a satire of his wife, 
Byron's allusions to Lady Byron's character and the events of 
their marriage are unmistakable. Byron had stated in his 
journal that Lady Byron was an only child, a savante, a 
mathematician, a metaphysician, and a generous person, 
These same attributes can be seen in Donna Inez in the first 
canto of "Don J u a n " when she is described as an only child in 
stanza 37, a savante in stanza 10, a mathematician in stanza 12, 
a metaphysician in stanza 13, and generous in stanza 12. Lady 
Byron's ability to remain calm and stoical during Byron's 
frequent rages at her occasioned high regard for her by their 
acquaintances, and this facet of her character is also a trait of 
Donna Inez. "Calmly she heard each calumny that rose/And 
saw his agonies with such subl imity/That all the world 
exclaimed, 'What magnanimity.' "15 
Perhaps the most convincing evidence that Donna Inez is in 
part Lady Byron is the episode in "Don J u a n " in which Donna 
Inez attempts to prove her husband, Don Jose, mad: 
For Inez called some druggists and physicians. 
And tried to prove her loving lord was mad, 
But as he had some lucid intermissions. 
She next decided he was only bad; 
Yet when they asked her for her depositions. 
No sort of explanations could be had. 
Save that her duty both to man and God 
Required this conduct-which seemed very sad.iff 
This is, in fact, the exact scene that occurred between Byron 
and his wife. He recounted to Thomas Medwin that he was 
"surprised one day by a Doctor and a L a w y e r almost forcing 
themselves. . .into my room. I did not know. . .that they were 
sent to provide proofs of my insanity . " i7 When Byron was 
proved sane. Lady Byron stated that she had felt compelled by 
God to do as she had done. 18 
In later cantos of "Don J u a n " , Byron broadened his 
characters so that they could not be said to refer specifically to 
any one person whom he had known, but rather were 
conglomerates of various persons of Byron's acquaintance. 
Lady Adeline, introduced in the thirteenth canto, had 
characteristics typical of the high born, well brought up ladies 
of English society in Bryon's time, but one characteristic of hers 
was undoubtedly that of Lady Byron also-great self-respect 
and confidence in her virtue and wisdom. When Adeline sees 
Juan falling under the spell of Lady Fi tz -Fulke , she "begins to 
ponder how to save his soul," i9 and according to Byron this 
overwhelming determination to succeed in saving a soul wi l l 
eventually ruin both J u a n and herself. Byron, in a letter to 
Thomas Medwin, had stated that Lady Byron had married him 
with the intentions of "reforming and fixing me."20 Y e t her 
self-control, determination, and virtuosity, rather than 
persuading Byron to change by her example, merely increased 
his resentment of her by the very air of superiority it gave her. 
I t cannot be stated, therefore, that Augusta and Annabella 
were without influence on Byron's poetry. Without them, his 
poetry would still reflect the influence of other women in his 
life, but the impact of Augusta's and Annabella's relationship 
with Byron was singular. 
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Perched Aloof 
by E d w a r d Garner 
Perched aloof the Linguistrain Summit, 
Towering o'er critics with high reputations. 
Transfixed from the cross of repudiations. 
Where art thou, oh master of prose deviations? 
Come hence, bring thy glory to rest. 
Smitten you act by a reference to justice? 
Such fools built a temple with chastened foundations. 
Adoring its beauty with all eyes of creation. 
What fools were to cherish, thus blinded the rest; 
I t s timbers grew rotten with bugs of redemption.^ 
Come, where lives thy honor thou tempest? 
Glorious was Oedipus in scorning his patrons. 
Seducing the minds of such credited scholars; 
Who bequeathed countless others in garnering dollars 
To sanction new jewels for thy Arion2 Collar. 
Come hither. What worth should we wrench from thy lessons? 
Rancid are memories that stifle all others; 
Be cursed you collector so lost in oblivion. 
Pray tell me professor a scholastic opinion 
Composed from reputed intellectual freedom. 
A t last may we crepitate the bellowing martyrs . 
Who stink for the honor of what is not theirs. 
Wrought over limit, afflicted with pompous, 
Market the maker, culture a lie. 
Ungrateful parrot thou tongue like a lizard. 
Perch in your tower, your tower your bride. 
Sad through and weary, a masque lamentation. 
Follow the bitter sweet words with a prayer. 
E v e r they knew such a reincantation 
L a s t sought their effort in humble despair. 
Oh, but the dryads,? still wake amongst lilac 
Where frolic bares spindles of time they exhume. 
And such shall quintesse a raiment of passion, 
F r o m whence shall a rose in the sepulchre bloom. 
Frenzy ! Emotion! A h yes, be it heaven; 
Thence we were buried a long time ago. 
E v e r to suffer i l l pangs of injustice, 
Spent by the hell-digging foot of a crow. 
Circumspect reason, amorphous of beauty. 
Come lay your head on the postulate stone.-4 
A w a i t like a turkey the seasonal axhead; 
Custom doth call out the dog to his bone. 
Saviour relinquish their curate redundance, 
Mark out the quills of complacent reproach. 
T r u t h is outnumbered by quantified splendor; 
Symbols from donkeys that spoil like a roach. 
Notes. 
1. Alludes to a cross between Egyptian scarab beetles and the 
American termite. 
2. Ancient Greek playwright. 
3. Wood nymphs. 
4. Alludes to the Kaabah stone of Mecca and also to stones 
i-f 5501 w^^i^^^rved as altars for sacrifice (see Judges 6:20) 
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